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PREFACE. 


Wmtten on Irish ground, amidst the scenes of Lady 
Morgan’s early life and labors, the Author’s object in 
these pages has been ratherto assist the researches of an 
accomplished English lady, who is understood to be ga- 
thering materials for the life of Lady Morgan, than to 
place himself forward as the Biographer of his gifted 
country-woman. That the writer has no ambition 
to appear publicly in such a character, is as evident 
as the motive which led to these jottings. The 
Athmmm of May 7th, 1859, has conclusively 
observed “ So very littit? is known of Lady Mor- 
gan’s early life— and so much debate has been held 
upon it in the political and literary squabbles of 
party men and women— that any light is welcome.” 

With the exception of some few alterations and ad- 
ditions, the following memoir has boon reprinted from 
the Irish Quariedji Review of July, 1859. 
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FRIENDS, FOBS, AND ADYENTURES, 

OF 

LADT MORGAN. 


During the reign of Queen Elizabeth, a family of staun^ 
Protestant principles and high respectability, settled in 
Connaught, of whom Eobert MacOwen,* Sub-agent and Land** 
Steward to Sir John Browne of Castle Margaret, County 
Mayo, was a collateral descendant. But M^Owen's tastes in- 
clined much more strongly to literature than to laiid ; he was 
fonder of Shakespeare than of sheep-shearing ; ho preferr- 
ed theatres to trees, full benches to fat bullocks, and 
thought more highly of the Hay-rnarket than of hay-making. 
He liked Home better than hoggets — but not, wo may add, his 
Connaught home, which had latterly become distasteful to 
him — and whilst some neiglibouring agriculturists hung de- 
lighted on the bleatings and lowing of cattle, M'Oweu could 
alone listen with pleasure to the strum of an orchestra, or the 
wild strains of his native country. His scantily furnished 
book-shelf displayed Massin^r instead of Mawes ''Bowman 
on Parming/' gave place to Beaumont and Fletcher; he was 
fonder of reading Eowe, than reaping rye, and loved human fairs 
better than cattle fairs.t Every day confirmed M'Oweu more 
Strongly and decidedly in his gay and theatrical tendonoiea. In in- 

* The sept of MacOwea or M&oKeon are of Noraian dusoent, and 
the original name, as w© are informed by Mr. O'Oallaghan, was 
Biesett. In Lodge’s Irish Peerage, v. i., p. 203 , we have some ac- 
count of Mancel de Bissett, to whom Henry III. gave the manor of 
iBaBt Bridgford. The-Bissetta were afterwards ennobled-— rto T^odge. 
V. vii. p. 105. 

b As a singer, a player, a manager, he made himself a reputation 
In Ireland — was more successful, it is said, among the ladles than bo- 
hiiid the lamps.'*— April 16th, 1859. 
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trflpid defiance of the “ pooh, poohs I” and scowla of his “ agrarian 
friends” he openly preferred canvas scenery to the grand Mayo 
mountains Grogh Patrick and Nephin ; he pronounced a green 
curtain vastly superior in point of attraction, to the green 
sward ; and foot-lights much pleasanter than foot-paths. 
Bobert M'Owen was completely stage-struck — a passion which 
it may well be supposed an imprudent^ connection which he 
fotmed, with a buxom actress of celebrity, by no means di- 
minished. On the strength of an acquaintance and Connaught 
relationship with Oliver Goldsmith, M'Owen applied to that 

t reat man to use his influence in promoting the objects which 
e had in view. Goldsmith entered con aftioreiuto the matter ; 
he not only cordially promised to assist M'Owen in his project, 
bat personally introduced him to David Garrick. 

Prom that day all bucolic pursuits were abandoned for ever- 
more in favour of the histrionic and the musical. 

Robert M'Owen was born in Connaught at the close of the 
year 1744', and as Goldsmith’s light was finally quenched in 
1774, it may naturally be inferred that the events to which we 
have alluded had all taken place before the theatrically struck 
land-steward had reached the age of thirty. Garrick at once 
gAve M'Owen something to do on the boards ; but as a pre- 
liminary to his success the veteran actor impressed upon 
M'Owen the ex[)edicncy of anglicising his cognomen into the 
softer orthography of Owenson.* “ Would Macklin," said he, 
" have boon as popular in Rngland, had he not laid aside the 
broguish MacLoughlin of his fathers?” The hint was taken, and 
provincial playhilla soon announced “ first appearance of Mr. 
Owonson on any stage.” The debutant had too much passion 
for a theatrical life to experience the slightest emotion of 
timidity or awkwardness. Ho flung himself, heart and soul, 
into every part which the stage manager allotted to him ; and 
tlw result was that Owenaon's engagement became a decided 
success. After a time he strengthened his popularity by calling 
a new uocomplishinent to his aid. He took lessons in singing 
from Doctor Arno as well as from Worgan, tlie composer of the 
beautiful Easter Hymn " llallejujah.” W organfound Owensonan 
apt pupil, and urged him to cultivate the vocal taste, whicli he 

Innumerable ontroatios were urged with n view to make Miss 
O’Neill change her name, but all to no effect ; at last Sir William 
Beeher, eu JL)e.corahor 18, 1819, siiccooded in effecting the desidera- 
tum, inasmuch, as from tliat date, Miss O’Neill became Lady Beohor# 
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did ^ith such effect, that our player 
aeimw cf singing, but became in a short tune aUo to 
original aits, and to put new words and sympliomes to oW ot w. 
Owenson is said to have been the author of many ohaTOWg 
Irishairs—amongst others, “ My Love’s Ihelairest CreatuTO ) 
bufc we are assured hy Samuel Lover that m the 
of Sieiv n^a c&ono^ Aaint, it has so long existed that aU trace 
of the original composer is lost. An anonymous writer has 
prononneed Owenson to have been the author ot the 
music, with original words, of the song now popular aa^^iwry 
(yMore, and appropriated by Mr» Lover as lus own, hut 
Silr. Lover denies that he ever claimed ae hia own exclusive 


composition, that highly popular tune. 

In 1776, Owenson received through Garrick a mflttcnce an 
engagement at Govent Garden Theatre. We have said that 
Owenson, when sick of his agricultural life at Castle Margaret, 
was fonder of reading Rowe, than of reaping rye; and ims 
old predilection for Rowe was now sustained by our player at-* 
tempting at Covent Garden, 'the somewhat ambitious part of 
Tamerlane in Rowers celebrated tragedy of that name* irom 
some of the leading London newspapers Owenson mcoived 
high encomiums both on the score of his cominnndlug flguro, 
and his marked histrionic talent ; but the TfiouMtud lintiew 
lan counter to this generous tone of criticism^ oaiicd him ** n 
gawkey,*''^ and pronounced his assumption of tho purt of 
Tamerlane as a gross insult to common sense and good lai^e# 
Driven from London by this poisoned arrow, ** Mr. Owenson 
from the Theatre Royal, Oovent Garden^'^^ procoodod to go the 
round of the provincial houses, starring it at aotno^ and aisoepb* 
ing very subordinate parts at others — -until having made some 
noise at the Shrewsbury Theatre he took advantage of lus 
temporary celebrity to make a proposal of marriage to Mnss 
Hill, an English lady, and the lioness of the Slircwsbury 
company. The offer was accepted, a lomantio ensueA~ 
why, we have not been able to ascertain — ^and tho nuptials of the 
happy pair were sp^dily celebrated- The first fruit of this 
alliance was the suoject of these pages. Her birth oocurrmb 
on shipboard, at sea, in 1778 ; so that rm country can claim 
the honour of Lady Morgan's nativity ; but as it took place 
when crossing the Irish Sea, she may fairly be oallod an Irish 
woman, even though her subsequent career had never been tVis* 
tinguisbed by those eanobling-cbaracteristics of natioufjjiiy which 
have rendered tbeii&me of Lady Morgan so valued an Irehuuh 
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Oweiison was proud of liis baby and resolved to celebrate 
its christening with becoming festivity. Ned Lysaght, 
the once famous extempore Irish poet, was invited to attend in 
the onerous capacity of sponsor, or God-papa ; and Ned, 
with characteristic good nature, at once accepted the responsi- 
bhity. He and Owenson, as two very eminent boon companions, 
wits, poets, and singers of convivial songs, it may well be 
supposed that some rivalry existed between them ,• but it is 
pleasant to find^ that the old adage, two of a trade never 
agree,*' was not, in this instance, verified. Lysaght^ for many 
years after continued to regard the tiny child with a fatherly 
feeling of affection and pride; and when, in 1809, death 
snatched him away, she felt with bitter sorrow, her doubly 
orphaned position. 

Sydney Owenson had begun making verses before she had 
left the nurseiT. In a poetic address to her only sister Olivia, 
tfterwards Lady Clarke, our authoress plainly states this fact : 

Havo 1 from childhood then, been writing. 

And erst I well could write, inditing, 

In scribbling ever still delighting ; 

Since first the muse 
Did kindly siring my infant lyr% 

And o'er my mind poetic fire 

As kind infuse ; 

Since first young Fancy's moteor beam 
Did on my dawning genius gleam. 

And wrapt me in pgotio dream ; 

As oft I strove 

To sing, a sigh, a smile, a tear, 

Or ha^y, an idea dear 

Of infant love I 

At 8ydney*s premature development of bardic genius, 
Lftaghra interest in bis little god4aughter 8tren|thened to 
intensity ; and in the fulnm of bis delight the convivial Com- 
missioner seked bis pon and throw off the following charac- 
teristic fragment.— 

The muioa mat mo onoo not vary sober. 

But full of froMo at your merry christening ! 

And now, this twenty-third day of October, 

As they forttold* to ymm sweet lays 1‘ra listenings 

They called you Infknt Musa,** and said your lyre 
JSbauld oao day wake your nation's latent ire ; 

They ordered Genius garlands to entwine 
For Sidney j-P-Me, i'Mth, they plied with wine.” 
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Lysaght survived until March 2, 1809, when he sank amid 
a wail, into his cold grave. He is now utterly forgotten ; but 
one has merely to open the newspaper files of the day to ascer- 
tain that his death produced almost as sirmlar, as strong, and 
as widely spread a sensation as that of ''Rare Ben Jonson'* 
himself. From the Dublin Correspondent of March, 1809, wa 
rescue the following : — ^ 

"Adieu, thou soul of jest, for e’er adieu I 
Wing’d by thy wit, the fleeting moments flew ; 

None still could say (to truth however hlind^ 

That Lysaght’s pungent jokes were e’er unkmd s 
Eais’d by his pun, convulsing laughs have roar'd 
Round the wide circle of the festive board ; 

Death’s frigid hand has chill’d that honest tongue, 
Whence Clare's or Grattan's mimic accents rung ; 

Nor jest, nor jocund song, one day could save 
Their gay possessor fbom the gloomy grave ) 

Wit, Patriot, Virtue, sunk alive with nim, 

And prov’d at length this life itself a J utbnis. 

Upon turning over a dozen or twd more pages, filled with 
details of Sir JohnMoore's disastrous retreat, and the other polit- 
ical news, and excitement of the day, we find a second tnbute 
to the memory of Lysaght, and written, we are inclined to 
think, by Owenson.— 

He was a fellow of infinite jest, and mst exoelknt humour and 
fancy '* — Shakspearb. 

'' Ye Friends of Genius, and of Wit draw near, 

Shed o’er this Tomb a tributary tear ; 

Here Lysaght lies— -Alas! of what avail 
Is it to rise or fall in Fortune’s scale ? 

The Rich, the Poor, the Humble and the High, 

Wise men and Fools when Death decrees must die | 

No Pomp of wealth, or Treasures of the mind 
Can keep its victim one short span behind : 

Death conquers all, and to the silent grave 
Consi^s alike the Monarch and the Slave.*— 

Yes jFor if sterling Genius, Wit refin’d, 

A sportive Fancy, an enlightened Mind, 

A Muse’s tongue to breathe the Seraph lay 
Could have opposed a premature decay : 

LxsAGHr had lived— .nor could the haad of Fate 
To such endowment fix so short a date ; 

Still would his Wit deMght, his Humour flow, 

And all his Talents in full lustre glow s 
Nor would Hibirnia bending o’er bis Urn, 

This Son of Genius and of I%oy mourn.”— A weicus* 
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%sa^t was a perfeci' type of the Irish gentleman of the old 
sebooL Lavish of money, he found himself at the age of thirty- 
five, with little but his pen and his pedigree. Convivial, 
gi^, of high and dauntless spirit, he held hair-triggers as often 
m hock-tumblers in his right hand. Pond of the pleasures of 
the table, he had also a taste for the terrors of the field. 
Though sometimes eager to resent, he was perhaps more often 
impatient to forgive. As a second he was constantly in requi- 
sition : and thereby hangs a tale worth the telling. A virulent 
opponent of Catholicism, the Right Hon. Geo. Ogle, coarsely 
uttered at a public dinner in Dublin, a papist would swallow 
m false oath as easily as I would a poached egg.” Lysaghfc 
directed the attention of Mr. Coyle, a Catholic mercantile gen- 
tleman, to the words. Mr. Coyle was justly indignant; he 
committed the offensive words to paper, and approached the 
swaggering Privy Councillor in the Royal Exchange, asking if 
he had uttered them, and adding, ^'Sir,I am of that persuasion.” 
Mr. Ogle turned to Alderman James, but Coyle insisted on an 
immediate and categorical answer. After some hesitation. Ogle 
admitted that he had uttered the words, and did not disavow 
them. Then,” replied Coyle, “ your conduct was ungentle- 
manlike, and unworthy of a man and a Christian.” 

After some days' private consultation with his friends, 
whether a Privy Councillor could condescend to call out a mer- 
cantile gentleman, Mr. Ogle was assured by his particular friend, 
J, 0. Boresford, that the dignity of a P. 0. would not screen 
him from the notice of such an insult. Mr. Ogle sent a chal- 
lenge to Mr. Coyle, which was accepted, and Edward Lysaght 
acted as second to the latter. The parties met and exchanged 
fciUF shots without effect. Coyle insisted upon sending home 
fet his own pistols, for he would not quit the ground, till one 
tibe other fell. Thereupon, J. 0. Bereaford, who with 
many hundreds were on the field, want up to Mr, Ogle, and 
tcld him, that finding Mr. Coyle so determined, he begged to 
iSlowed to draw up an explanation, J. 0. Bereaford wrote 
in pencil upon a paper, which he rested on the crown of his 
tiit| a declaration from Mr. Ogle, that the words he had uttered 
not meant to apply to the Catkolm^ but to rehk, oa 
whieh Mr. Coyle declared himself satisfied. Previous to the 
i^tlement, Judge Chamberlain had entered the field, and com- 
iwmded the prindpeds and seconds to attend at his house to 
recogniaJances ; but Lysaght declared, that this circum- 
should not, and it didf not prevent the explanation. 

2 
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This was among the first efforts ninth' h.v llic long (low ri- 
trodclen Catholics of Trelnml to regain their fed, anil to wr»t. 
the scourge from the grasp of their tormoiilorm 
Lysaght wrote a great number of merry untitninl songs. On« 
in particular tlcsori})tivo of low Irish lifo at Poiinylirtiok I'uir 
will probably live for tsver, Piuldy 

'• Steps into a tent just to spentl liair-.^-ci-own. 

Comes oat, moots a' friontl, mitl ftn- tutirfes liim down. 

With his Sprig of Bhillelali and Hiititnrotik so grt'en.” 

In politics Lysaght had unfortunately no tixoil priucijilt^ A 
patriot to-day and a courtier lo-mornni', he would lling nuk-- 
ward squibs at tho feet of royally now. and I ho next mimifo 
hurl a disconcerting cracker into the ranks of the popular party. 
He ridiculed the ojiponents of the Union with liin pen. .•nid re* 
oeived cash in acknowledgement from _ Lord (Jiisdleiiwigh. t 
Of his rebel effusions the stanaaa ounlainiujt, 

“ Green were the fields that ow forefathers dwelt «o. 

And 

Where the loud cannons rattle to hattls wn'll go,” 
were the most spirited atid stirring. * 

Thomas Moore was a warm admirer of Ly-saght'a genius, ami 
strains. Lean Mcyler recently infornuid us that in ii omtversa. 
tion which ho had with Monro in iHJlil, the latter csiirt'..' ivi !y 
observed— " I look back on Lysaght with Ik'ling '. ot admtv.v- 
tion and lovo. All his words wore like drttps 
But this digrosssitm is, wo fear, almort uti|mrdoim!ilo. To 
returu to the ‘‘ infant muso/^ as Lysaght chIIoiI IiIh titiy gml- 
ohild. 

Mr. Owonaon schjcted tlio name, of P!\diiey for his liltb 
dauglitov, in fond recollection of tin; henevtih'iit •piverdnu ui, of 
Sic Henry Sydney iti tlio relp of Klizabcth, ilnritig whioh 
auspicious period, the I'rotestant family from whtnn ho wiw 

• “/(/(/" In Lysaght'* origimd vei‘)>hm..-.i>5i». 
t Sir Jonah Barrington, an mu'ouiprouuNing and fnrtnidahle foe to 
the Union, tells us in tho tAo'd, and Huntu'ejiai'd vnlntmi of Ida fw- 
*oH«? Sketiilm, tliat Lysaght lampoumtu Idin umnwreifuily, •« I t,»id 
him," writes Sir Jonah," that if ho fouinl ran a gnnd cSt.igidHg 
he was heartily welcome to hack away as long as he ewdd get »My- 
thing by tl>e butchery. lie shook mo cordially hy tim tmnd, swore I 

was ‘ a d d good follow,' and tho next day took ««• at mv word, 

by larapooniijg me very sutBcingly in a cc»py «V verses entUlod * The 
Devil in the hantem .' " 
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coiiatorall/^ descended had settled in the West of Ireland. This 
statement is made on the authority of Lady Morean. 

The next glimpse which we obtain of Eobert Owenson, after 
the harsh criticism of the Theatrical Eevisto on his “ gawke/’ 
perBonation of Tamerlane, is in the year 1775, when we find 
him joint proprietor of Smock-alley Theatre with Thomas Eyder; 
but the latter being unable to discharge an arrear of rent which 
had accumulated, he was necessitated to surrender the theatre 
to Eiohard Daly, of whom John O’Keefe and Sir Jonah 
Barrington, have left us so many amusing details in their re- 
spective “ Eecollections.” Owenson’s pecuniary losses by his 
connection with Eyder must have been considerable; but 
there are no documents in existence to furnish an idea of their 
extent. The quondam land agent would seem, for the moment, 
to have been thoroughly sick of theatricals. Owensou now 
embarked in mercantile concerns, and became a wine merchant; 
but he soon got tired of his now vocation ; and abandoned 
sherry for Sheridan, and rum for Eowe. In 1779, we find 
him figuring at the Theatre Eoyal, Orow-street, Dublin, 
and regarded as one of the most respectable and popular per- 
formfts on the Dublin boards. His appearance told strongly 
in his favour ; all accounts, traditional and documental, concur 
in representing Owenson as the possessor of a noble, stalwart 
figure, a commanding aspect, Celtic features, with a most 
OTntlemanly manner and deportment. The attack of the 
mealrical Eoview had stung Owenson to the quick, but it did not 
nerve him to renewed exertion and stronger ambition; tragedy 
in general, and Tamerlane in particular, were abandoned as a 
bad job ; and the lighter walks of comedy, and Irish drama, 
were now trod, with considerable success, by Mr. Owenson. 
His commanding figure and deportment were points which, as 
already observed, told well in his favour. 

Dramatic singers were scarce moreover; Incledon and Braham 
had not yet appetued before the public ; and the lessons which 
Owenson had some years previously received from Worgan and 
Arne, now stood to him gloriously. “ His singing the Irish 
songs,” writes one who knew Owenson well, " being master of 
the Irish language, as also a perfect musician, as to voice, had 
great effect with the admirers of our national melody. His 
Major O’FWiertv, wasagreatfavourite; but his prime character 
was Teague in the Committee, or the FedihJ^ Irishman, in 
which, wrapped in a blanket, and flourishing his great oaken 
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cudgel, he sung an Irish pknxtyj perfect in laiigtiage. xtylc atnl 
action j all which rendered his benefits very stu)i*t!intiiil ; 
Owenson sent mo over tliis tune, and to it 1 wrote t he I inulc to 
the Poor Soldiery * 

About 1780, Owonson used to perform the clmrnetcr of 
“Plielim O’Flanagan,’' in apopulannterludcwhidi iiitaidnceil 
various Italian and Gaelic songs, inclnding the original of 
Oarolan’s Receijtl for Drinl'ing, and the ftiinoim plea pAc* da 
P ttAbcAC in Irish and English.t The latter version, if we re- 
member rightly, began : — 

“ O’Ruaro’s noble feast will ne’er be forgot, 

By those who wore there, and by those who were not." 
Owensou's great success in singing that class of stndu to w hich 
we have alluded, was attributable to the profound ai'tiniidmuv 
with the Irish tongue, which ho iicccssardy formed during the 
long period of his sojourn in CotmaughI, where the vcrnncidar 
language is spoken almost oxoludvely by the laboring clnsmm, 
among whom the duties of his situation obliged him to ink. 

The Dublin Theatre was, at the iicriod of which wo write, in 
a condition the very reverse of proNpcnmn. Tho actor# wore 
most irregularly paid, and many slmiifrc expedients are rccordod 
to which the performers resorted in ortlor to compel the manager 
to pay up arrears. John O’Keefe, in his “ Jlccol lections/* in- 
forms us that one night when the lessee ns King Lear w»» 
supported in the arnna of an actor who played Kent, tho*' Intkr 
iu a whisper said, ' If you don’t give mo your honour, sir, that 
you’ll pay ino this niglit. I’ll let you clroji about tho boards,* 
The manager, alarmed, said, ' don’t talk to mo now,’ * I will,' 
said Kent, ‘I'll let you drop.’ Mosmip was obliged to give 
the promise, and Kent got his moiu‘y.’’j; 

In 1780, Ilyder, the manager of Oow-strcct Hreatre, was 
reduced to great embarrassment in consequence of an oiipositum 
theatre in Smock-alley. On one occasion when the |«»y was 
by command of tho Lord Lieutenant, tho players canu* forward 
and announced that the company, having been for aomo time 
unpaid, would not perform. The manager, then confined to bis 
room from severe illness, advertised that he would appear on the 
stage and state his case to the public. When Kydcr came for- 

• Recollections of John O'Keefe, vol, i. p. 3|iS. 

t Oilhort’s History of Dublin, vol. H, p. 3Ua. 

I ReoollectionB of John O’Keefe, vol, i. p. 168, 
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ward his appearance was so ghastly that the audience called the 
prompter to bring hitn a chair, seated on which he read various 
(locuuHmts to show that the most clamorous performers were 
those who in reality had the least cause of complaint. Eobert 
Owenson made an effort to answer Eyder, but the audience 
would not listen to him.* 

The result of a few substantial beuelSts at Orow-street enabled 
Owenson to hire successively some of the provincial Theatres 
in Ireland ; and accompanied by a small but select company 
he wont the round of them in 1781. Early personal associa- 
tions, as well as ancestral considerations, led him to give the 
preference of selection to the Province of Connaught. Eor 
several years subsequently we find him performing alternately 
at Castlebar, Sligo, and Athlone, together with his diminu- 
tive, but singularly precocious daughter, who in 1788 was 
brought forward as " An Infant Prodigy.” "I well remem- 
ber," writes the late Dr. Joseph Burke of the Eifle Brigade in 
a letter before us, " I well remember the pleasure with which I 
saw Owenson personate Major O’Elaherty in Cumberland’s then 

K popularComedyof thei??’es^Z«a?ia«,and I also well remem- 
at tne long-afterwards widely-famed Lady Morgan per- 
formed at the same time, with her father, either in 
or an afterpiece. This took place at Castlebar before the merry, 
convivial Lord Tyrawley and the Officers of the North Mayo 
militia. Tlicir reception was enthusiastic in tlie extreme." 

Eichard Daly was the high-flying Lessee of the Theatre 
Eoyal, Crow-street, Dublin, at this period. He held the patent 
conjointly with Eranois Higgins, surnamed the Sham Squire, 
who as we learn for the flrst time from the recently published 
Cornwallis Papers, received the Government reward for the 
betrayal of Lord Edward Fitzgerald. The I>Mm ’Evening 
Pott, then the exclusive organ of the popular party, poured a 
perpetual broadside of ridicule on Daly and Higgins. The 
Sham Squire was the proprietor of the Oovernraent newspaper 
of that day, and Daly seems to have been vilified on no other 
grounds than those furnished by the old adage, “ show mo tlio 
company you keep, and I will tell you who you are." In the 
JDMin'Kvming Foet ol May and June, 1780, wo find frequent 
poolio squibs exploding at Daly’s expense. One which casu- 
ally mentions the name of Owenson wo subjoin, Daly’s days 
of prosperity were, at this time, numbered : 


* OiUiert’n Dublin, ii. 204. 
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And is it come to this, at last, he cried, 

Gone is the food of all my former pride i 
No more will actors on my stops attend, 

Or humble actresses obedient bend. _ 

No more will authors at my levoe wait, 

No more I'll damn their works in pompous state f 
No more shall Bellinggen’s frail charms avail. 

And now no stage is loft me but B gaol. 

E'en now perhaps with joys does Ohalraors burn. 

And OwBNSON will kick me in his turn. ^ 

Yet this shall end my woes and me, he cried. 

And drew the glittering weapon, from hi^ side ; 

But as too hiird the yielding blade ho prest, 

The tragic tin bout harmloaa on his breast. 

It is a fact worthy of note, and curiously illustrative of the 
lax system of law prevailing in Ireland at the poriotl of * which 
we write, that Bichard Daly having swore that in 
of this poem he had received damages to the Witouiifc £1,000 1 
Lord Chief Justice Clonmel granted a fiat against tlio rwimiitor 
of the Mmmff Post, marked with that exoibiUiiit amouut, 
although the damages subsequently given by the Jurywura 
£200 only. The Chief Justice’s unoonslitutional conduct was 
brought before Parliament, and the result was a law rastrictiiig 
the judges in future to an inferior and detlnito sum. 

Moore in his Mmoirs of J?. JB, Shetulan, tells ^ us that in 
consequence of the bad acting of Lee ns Sir Lucitw O’Trig- 
ger, the famous comedy of The Mpak failed on its first reiwe- 
sentation. In Ireland the play became intensely {mjmlur} 
and it is no extravagant flight of imaginatidti to emijeiilure 
that Owenson’s personation of the belligerent Iriah Ikrtmnt 
contributed, in no small degree, to the success of the piece. It 
was as a delineator of the Irish oharaoter—not of slang charae* 
ters, but of Irish gentlemen, such as Tvrone Power achieved 
with such eelat — that Owcnsoii i)Vcntu.iUy hocuiiu! bo fainouvi 
and there can be no doubt that Sir Lucius was u rich treat ill 
his hands. That OwdUsou waa among tlm caat of the cluiMCtelw 
at (drow-street, has not been recorded by Moore, but in the 
PMin C34w»ffl& of May iOth, I7bl,we find it wiuoiinced that 
"on Thursday, May 12th, will be preseutod a comedy, oalkd Th§ 
Lucius O’Triggcr, Mr. Owoiibou." 

But it was in the character of Major O’ Flaherty that OvveU" 
son took the public heart by storm, Kicliard (’iimln rtiMtd, 
the author of tlm ]plsy, went specially to _ witness 
vivid realization of this favorite conception. The vetttWIl 
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dramatist was in eoatacies at Owenson’s acting; and when at 
length, the curtain fell, he bemoaned, almost with tears, that 
ho had not given the major more to do and say. 

But perhaps that which reflects the highest honour on the 
memory of Robert Owenson, is the generous and unoalculating 
protection and putroiiiigo which he afforded the unfortunate 
poet, Dcrmody, favorably pseudonymed " the Irish Chatterton.” 
An account of this more than kind conduct on the part of Owen- 
8on runs, strngglingly, through a memoir of Dermody, in two 
Volumes, writton by the late James Grant Raymond in 1800. 
This somewhat diffuse narrative, wo shall endeavor, in justice 
to Owenson's moniory, to condense. 

" While Dcrmody was thus employed in the painting-room, 
as superintendent of the glue, oil, and colour-pots,” writes his 
biographer, " Mr. Cherry, now of Drury-lane theatre, with 
groat rapture brought one morning into the green-room a poem 
writton, ns ho said, by a most surprising boy then in the house. 
The subject of it was highly agreeable and entertainiag to the 
performers : boiii^ a sarcastic comparison between Mr. Daly, 
patontoo of the Tlieatre Royal, and Mr. Astloy, manager of 
the equestrian theatre ; iu which the feats of the latter were 
liutnorously and satirionlly enlarged upon. The description 
which Mr. Cherry gave of the boy, together with the merit of 
the composition, raised among the performers the greatest 
curiosity to see him ; and, led ou by Cherry, they rushed from 
the gr(i(ui-room to the place where the painter and his wonder- 
ful attendant were at work. If their astonishment was excited 
on hearing the poem road, it was now increased tenfold at the 
sight of the autiior. Infantine in appearance, and clad in the 
very garb of wretched ness ; with a meagre, half-starved, but 
intelligout oountouanco ; a coat much too large for him, and 
his sUouhlera and arms seen naked through it j without waist- 
coat, shirt, or stockings ; with a pair of breeches made for a 
full-grown person, soiled and ragged, r^ching to hu ancles ; 
his uncovered toes thrust through a pair of old slippers with- 
out heels, almost of the magnitude of Kaintskatka snow-shoes ; 
his hair clotted with glue, and his face and almost naked body 
and tliafiguix'd with paint of differont colours^ 
blue, rod, green, and yellow thus in amazement stood before 
them, with a small pot of size in one hand, and a hair-brush 
iu t!m <*tlier, the tratislntor of Horace, Virgil, and Aimcreou 
'Ba( 5 h of the perfocmera felt a sympathetic glow of tendoriioss 
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for the wretched boy, and each seemed anxious to lulniiniator 
to his necessities. Among the nainher wna p. Owenson } a 
Kentleman consnicuous for his domestic attachments, aiul ais- 
tiniruished by his humanity. In him Dermody found a bene, 
factor ; be treated him witli teiidorncsH, received him into Ills 
family with affection, clothed, and became a second parent to 


‘'At the appointed time, Dermody made his aiim'|iriuicc iit 
the house of his new friend. The description which Mrs. 

Owenson had received of him from her liUBbaiui, raiioci lii pr 
mind the greatest anxiety 5 and, being a lady of exireitm leding 
and ecBsibility, on seeing before her a child 10 forlorn atul des- 
titute, she burst into a Hood of tears, clasped him in Imr anni# 
and gave vent to the noblest feelings of huinunity. 

‘'‘When ho had partaken of some refreshment, which wti 
pressed upon him with the warmest oardklity, Mr* Owmmon 
asked him if he had any knowledge of iho history of Iho calk||i^ 
or of its members* lie answered, that the only informition p 
had ever received, was that which magar/mcH had oocaiUJimlly 
given him. As Mr. Owonsoip plan was to get him inlrodiipd 
to some distinguished person in the nniversitj, heihmigntilmt 
a theme on the subject wbichhelmd just itmntioimd would ho a 
probable mode of paving the way to sodoHifablo anobied : ho 
therefore gave him a slight account of it, and dcMirou him to 
write down his thoughts in vem, and to notice tlm profowow 
and students o£thc present day. Dennody tout hi« It^nvc ; and 
in less than three cpiarters of an hour returned will; iibottt llfty 
lines, written as if he had been acquainted witli the hmtarj ot tho 
university since its foundation was kid.^ Mr* Owmiiion wiii io 
much astonished at what he had done in the short tinio of liii 
absence, that he began to doubt the poMibility of hii Imvitig 
been without some secret assistance from more itmtured tiilciita 1 
and leet ho himself should bo hnpomi upon, and lauitml 
at for Ilia credulity, he hrimcdiaiely enmed pen, ink, aiul 
paper, into uu adjoining room, gave him another Miilyect to 
write upon, closed the door, and witli itnpaliencm wiiitid llii 
result in twenty minutm Im rC'enlmH/d, mid producoil a |wctti 
that would have made any furtlmr dkbelief^in liw geiiiui t 
crime. Mr. Owensun, htting now fully eonvinml that tw w» 
in every respect what he had bean to be# tilh ill 

the reality of friendship and the ardour of jiuiimnity# jim iii 
force the plan of getting him an immediate introduetian to tli« 
college*’' 80 far Mr. llayraond. 
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Owerwon’s generous interest in the boy increased, and 
^rough the instrumentality of his kinsman, the Bev. Dr. 
Young, afterwards bisbop of Clonfert, he labored with success 
in getting Dermody admission to the university of Dublin. 
Dr. Young, who was a Senior Yellow and Professor in the 
college, undertook to superintend the young poet’s studies. 

“ Though tho prospect was flattering," continues Mr. Ray- 
mond, "which now opened for Dermody’s future comfort and pur- 
auits, Mr. Ovvcnsou’s zeal was still unabated ; and he carried and in- 
troduced him in the same garments to many of the most exalted 
characters in Dublin. His reception was uniformly such as 
humanity could wish. Mr. Owenson always introduced him 
in rags, that his appouraiico might excite both wonder and com- 
passion. The gouoral plan which he adopted when the cere- 
mony of introduction was over (which sometimes created much 
mirth) was, to ask for a Horace ; and desire the gentleman or 
lady of the house either to open the book and take au ode by 
chance, or to fix on any particular one, and then iu the presence 
of tho company he made Dermody translate it into English 
verse; which no always did with a peculiar grace, and in as 
short a time as any person could construe it in. When Mr. 
Owenson had fully satisfied their curiosity and gratified the 
feelings of the ooinpauy, he generally left them, in order that at 
a future time ho might liavo a claim on tlicir generosity. 

" Ho now fitted up an apartment for him in his own house, 
stripped him of his rags, made him the companion of his ohil- 
dreu,and treated him with all the endearing affection of a father. 
He had just lost his only son, and he considered this as a sub- 
stitute sent by Providence. Mrs. Owenson, who loved genius 
under whatever form it presented itself, and who united to this 
intellcolual nroixiiisily a benevolence tho most unbounded, en- 
tered with iliu ibndost solicitude into the interest of the child 
of Iter adoption, and taught her two amiable daughters to con- 
sider him almost as a being of a superior order. Her injunction 
was at all times hold too saored to be disobeyed ; but in the 
proseiit cast! indeed it was unnecessary ; from their mother they 
inherited tho tender throb of sensibility, and light and pleasant 
as tho day was tho task they had now to perform. 

" As soon 08 a new wardrobe was prepared for Dermody, ho 
made a hurnt-gflering of his old, and committed his former 
habilimeuta to the flames with classic solemnity} creating his 
xtsw sisters, high-priestesses of the altar, and their mother the 
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presiding idol of the ceremony. While he stood in silence 
viewing the flames, his conscience appeared to strike him j ami 
with a want of refined delicacy which his youth nmtlered inm»- 
cent and perfectly excusable even before such speotuUirs, eagerly 
snatching hia dreecAes from the general conflagration, ho thus 
apostrophized them.” 

But the poem, which is below PcrnKidy’.s average power, tlie 
reader will readily excuse us for withholding. 

In eccentricity of movement, mental and bodily, and in tnn- 
dency to laziness, Dormody was "every inch a poet;” and Mr, 
Owenson soon discovered, to his no small chagrin, that tli« 
bard’s attendance at college had boon most capricimmly irrt'gular. 
Whenever he paid Dr. I oung a visit it was to tliHohargo a flotKl 
of tears at tho scholastic drudgery which had Inwii opened, by 
speoidl favour, to him ; and to bewail the loss of tlioao canmaes 
which ho once enjoyed in tho arms of the muses. "As often 
as possible,” writes Mr. Raymond, "ho would soulk from what 
he called torture, and spend his hours playing with his adopted 
sisters, or in writing sonnets appropriiiUi to tho famiHur uioi- 
dents of their happy home.” Although Dr. Young ptcisoNficd a 
poet’s cognomen he had neither bardio tatunt nor tmto ; and 
jDermody, as may bo suiiposcd, soon foil into dire ilisgniott at 
Alma Mater. 

Mr. Owenson’s intentions to servo Dormody did not stop 
here. He introduced the boy to the iUw, (Jilhtirt Auatiii, a 
clergyman of great worth and learning who at that timo kept 
a school of (Icacrvodly high reputs in Dublin. Mr. Auaim 
entered earnestly into tho matter, and a plan was inimediatfly 
adopted for tho comjdotion of his studios. Dormody continued 
for some time to attend the academy j but he evuleuml greater 
regularity in seeking his meals and hd at the house of his 
benefactor, than in penetrating the depths of Murray’s Lt^ie, 
or unravelling tho mysteries of tho Greek I^xioon. 

Not long subsequent to this date we And Dormody thus 
addressing Mr. Owenson. 

Long hwi my mvutn, devoid of wonted 
Iter song aegteoted, and unstrung her tyre ; 

Too long, alas ! has felt the iron baitd 
Of dire affliction but at thy command 
Again she tunes her strain j again she triei 
On ffleble pinion oagorly lo rise j 
Again tlie hard renews his anolint lays, 
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And liumblj dares attempt to sing thj praise j 
Pralso whioh» though roid of evVy grace of art, 

Yot flows unstudied from a grateftil heart; 

For though no flattVy decks my servile line, 

Yet truth superior makes thy fame divine* 

I My but that which modesty might heari 
Yet umbash*d confess these lines sincere# 

But tboso lines by no moans convey an adequate idea of 
Dennody^s ordinary poetic power# 

«His adopted sisters/^ continues Mr. Raymond, whose 
eodety he passed so many happy hours, were too affectionately 
wprdecl not to laceive frequent tender marks of his esteem ; 
ana in the innocent play-mate they found the kind admonisher* 

Dear girls, in youth and b©auty*8 prime 
Dciplse not ft'iendship’s graver rhyme ; 

Friendship, that marts your early bloom 
Perfdotion'i briglitest tints assume. 

The tints of modest worth divine, 

When sense and harmless wit combine, 

Prompt each low passion to control, 

Or bind in rosy chains the soul. 

Oh, ever charming! let not Pride, 
tJiurner bold, your breasts divide. 

Nor fashion beauteous nature hide ; 

Assur’d your soft eyes* radiant hue 
Can imaf, disturb, and conquer too : 

Oh ! let not Affectation, queen 
Of the nice lisp, the mincing mien. 

And studied glanoo, obscure their rays, 

Blighting the l.iloomy wreath of praise# 

Yet, sure, this idly moral strain 
II both nrcHumptuous and vain : 

For well your tender hearts I know ; 

Hearts formed to mdt at every wo©, 

Virtue to sooth, vioo to chastise, 

And shine In bounteous pity wise**--* 

Yet numVotti Is the tinsel race 
That hover round a lovely face, 

Aa round the candle’s beamy blaze 
Their brothcr-inieet wildly plays# 

When by those idiot suitors prest, 

*Mid the gay flatt’rers falsely blest, 

Ador’d and borne by sighs, you move 
On the frail, floating, clouds of lov© ; 

Whtn f«sll Deceit, iu angel guise, 

True dtmon, plans the pleasing lies ; 

Lotik round, and If you haply so© 

No honest face— .oh I think on 
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The unfortunate youug poet was not long in falling into as 
high disfavor with Mr. Austin as ho had prcvimisly done with 
■ Dr.Young. Some practical Anacreontic tendencies aroused the 
virtuous ire of the clergyman. Ho quarrelled with Dertnody ; 
ordered him to perform some menial offices ; and_ the poet re- 
taliated by writing a very caustic lampoon on his precei)tor. 
Mr. Austin had previously shown him many solid nets of kind- 
ness ; but all intimacy was now irrevocably at an ctid, and the 
frail bard was forbidden Mr. Austin^shouso forever. '* Mr.Oweti- 
son,” says the biographer of Dermody, “ was not (»no of these stern 
and relentless moralists, who, for a few youthful irregulurilies, 
would abandon the object of his care to perpetual distress. He 
grieved at the cause which obliged Mr. Auatin to withdraw 
his protection ; but at tlio same time he had tho tondernosi 
not to safer tho late object of it to be driven forth an outcast, 
to despair and perish." 

He accordingly introduced Dermody to Mr, Atkinson, Judge 
Advocate of Ireland, through whom the poor boy-poet was 
patronised and almost adopted by Lady Moira. But even this 

i reat patroness of literature became, cvcnlually, disguwlcd with 
•ermody, who had now fallen into habits of inlumpfruiiw) 
and levity. He sank from bad to worse until at last death 
seemed a happy release to his misery. 

Xn this deplorable state Dermody remained for a conshlcmble 
time, and wore it not for his tried and steady friend Hohort 
Owenson, by whose interest ho was enabled to publish a volume 
of poems, he would probably have perished for want of bread. 
So assiduous was Owenson m his exertions to make tho pub* 
lication profitable that he frequently took his stand in an emi- 
nent bookseller's shop, and not only offered tho book for sale 
to the persons who entered, with an introductory sketch of the 
doleful history of the luckless hard, but absolutely accostetl 
the passengers who passed the door. The biognipluT of 
Dermody assures us that Mr. Owenson •' was wry generally 
known and reapoclcil, and lie was rarely unsucccsftiul in Uii-.’C 
applications.” Owenson thus procured him coiisidcrnhlt' relief. 
Nor were Dermod^’s personal applications to the good aatnred 
actor less productive. That his situation was often as pitiable 
as his benefactor’s liberality was praiseworthy and iicceptiddc 
wiU appear from tho following oorrespoudenco v — 
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To Mr, Owenson, No, 60 Dame-StreeL 

Tour bounty to me has been like the Ocean, boundless and 
illimitable. From my appearance I am almost ashamed to 
call upon you. I shall only say that I have fasted for a longer 
time than caused the death of Chatterton. 

Thomas Dermody. 

To this appeal Owenson replied : 

"Accept the enclosed ; and while so poor a man as myself can 
purchase a loaf you shall never want a share of it, in common 
with my dear girls. In answer to your former note call at 
Mr. Dixon's, corner of Crow-street, and by my desire he will 
give you three pair of stockings ; it will be time enough to get 
some of that commodity when you enter the College, if ever 
you should have grace enough to accomplish so desired an 
object. Get them of such a kind as will be useful, 
not fashionable. Call at Hourk^s and you will get a pair of 
shoes. I think you want them.” 

The biographer of Dermody adds ; " Though foreign to the 
main subject it is a just tribute of praise due to Mr. Owenson 
to say, that he has bestowed an education upon his daughters 
which has enabled them to associate with the first characters 
for rank and talents in Ireland, and by whom they are esteemed. 
Miss Sydney Owenson possesses a true poetic fancy.”* 

It was not until eight years after the birth of Sydney Owen- 
son, that her only sister Olivia^ the subsequent Lady Clarke, 
made her appearance. A son followed, who died young ; and 
these three children constituted the sole result of Robert 
Owenson^s alliance with Olivia Hill. In what year Mrs. 
Owenson died, we have not been able to ascertain ; but it is at 
least certain that she was not living in 1789.+ She lived quite 
long enough, however, to leave an indelible impression on the 
mind of little Sydney, and to endear her memory, in a peculiar 
manner, to the oliildren* In the course of some lines on her 
"Birth Day," written about the year 1798, whan Owenson 
became reduced to comparative penury, Sydney refers to 

**Tha cheap, the guileless joys of youthful hours, 

The strengthening intellect's expanding powers ; 

The doating glance of fond maternal eyes, 

The soft endearment of life's earliest ties : 


Saymond's Life of Dermody, v. ii» p. 10* 
f JW, V. L, p. 106. 
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Th© aimloui wArniinif that m oHmt gl«*w‘ti 

On Ihetf (Itar wntnoa truth ana fnncimwi inw«cl. 

Tho «0 lips that iita*nr thi «twii enwinand imnoi^dl^ 

These thrlee dear lip«»««fnr wefi erer ehmrtl ! 

The grirft with whinh mj latw life km teiinftl $ 

Thfl lott nf gnltlaii hopw 1 fnndljr 4rt»am*ti, 

Of glrttering ajcpwtatsnnn past mAy» 

A» 8un4lngM vapourw nf a summtfr day I 

«r « i t ii t 

What iweat and mt rjctramtm fm <knm*tl In knciw 
From bliss octataflo to w«a j 

Obicur*ih eonoaarih fulwro prcwpents li#, 

Nor morn I kiww than that Fin horn to db*** 

The children must have bcmi verj wmig when deprived of 
their poor mothcFa proteetioni and from that »d clay their 
love, ai was only natural^ bemm© entwined armind the remain- 
ing pron'ti with conccmiratcd intenaitf* Owcnwn'a domcitio 
virtues ware well f4dcnliitmltopr0mote tins fdiiil feeling* ** I wall 
remember/’ obwvtd the kte Oounaellor (Icorto Btowelb in a 
eonyarsaiion wdlli J* 0* OTlallagluin, ** I well remember ad- 
miring the undovklinf n'gubrity with whkb Owtmson^ twice 
a day^ would take hli little dnnghten^, Olivia and Sydm^t out 
to walk* With a child tenderly h<dd by each handi f>uen>»om 
overyjneh a model widowert would diily leavit the gaietit*^ of 
the city bolririd, and treat hk tiny daughters to ii' hmllhful 
walk in the calm country**’ 

The following little roam, written by Sydney Owe^ison in 
1796, and sugpsted by a portrait of her &theri i» not without 
its charms and beautits t— 

D#^ shade of him my h«art holdi mow thin dear, 

Author of all that fond himH*'a ptire.il j 
IhM ihade, X hidl thee with a ntplurmti tear,* 

And wobottio inie with many a ttiidor kba 

This brow Inittd k his | hmd» oawdidi fmti 
Whir© nature*! honoit oharao^m art wrote | 

But obr the bmutfous tranaoriptf tnorhhl Caro 
And Time, of late, thoir ruthloM IhigerH smotol 

And this th* ©s[>r«\sMlve oyo, whoso ibne© IV© woo*t|^ 

(For ah I hriu’ath that giant© tacit Iwk iotwed light :) 

I V© seen this ©yo with tears of fondntis dew'df 
And through the lucid radiance beam more bright* 

iicn It transfix’d with sweety anproving ga»% 

^ On lome faint strain tlm youthful mwiii insnlrid | 
mjn It for hours pursue the pendlFs 
With parent pride, and partial fondnei# fir’d I 
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But painter, far above thy wondVous art 
Were these dear lips ; — dear lips where ever play'd 

The smile benignant, where the honest heart 
In undisguis'd effusions, careless strayed ! 

Dear lips where offc each fond endearment glowH 
Less prompt to emanate reproof than praise ; 

Dear lips from whence the anxious counsel flow’d, 

The moral precepts, or amusiv© lays* 

These shoulders too IV© olimhed to steal a kiss. 

These locks my infant hands have oft carest; 

Those arms I oft have filled, and shared the bliss, 

For ah ! with mo, these arms a sister preat t 

Twin objects of the tenderest father's ear©, 

A mother’s loss we rather knew than felt ; 

Twin objects still of every ardent prayer, 

On whom aaob thought, each fear, each fond hope dwelt ! 

€ome then, thou thrice dear shade, for ah f no more, 

Thou true and lov'd resemblance will we part ; 

For till the last faint thrill of life is o’er, 

Dear shade, FU wear thoe next my beating heart 1 

And so she did. A more filially fond heart never existed ; 
and to the last day of Lady Morgan^s long life, her father's 
memory and portrait were venerated and treasured by her 
with an ardour of enthusiasm, as edifying as it was intense* 

In another juvenile poem, entitled Eetrospection,” we 
catcli a furtlier glimpse of Sydney Owenson's mode of life in 
childhood. The concluding stan 2 ;as of this piece, which pos- 
sess all the authentic interest of a little autobiography, we 
transcribe. Ill natured critics will not fail to seise eagerly on 
the oaten^caka or new-laid egg," and to pooh, pooh 1 such 
abbreviations as and but it must be 

remembered, in extenuation, that the authoress was yet in her 
teens, and that the beauties of her youthful essay more than 
counterbalance its defects* 

I sought the hawthorn tree, beneath whose shade, 

Full oft I pass’d my truant hours gay, 

The spot where once it bloom'd I miickly found. 

The tree itself had droop’d into decay 1 

I sought th# cot, near my parental kprmp 
Where oft I stole the warlock talc to hear, 

To feast on oaten c^ake or new laid egg, 

I found the place j*-^alas I no cot was thm ; 
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And jnu, y© trewur’d objects of my heart ! 

Dear, lov'd companions of my early days. 

With whom J ran my life's irst frolic cmirso, 

Mingled my smiles, and sung my untauglit lays I 

Oft on a stream that wound its trickling way^ 

I well remmnbor, near our lov’d abode, 

W® venturous launch'd our barks of paper built, 

Freighted with currants rod, (delicious load.) 

And as (true emblem of our careless days# 

Gliding life’s stream) wo eager bent our eyes, 

On passing ship, for theirs who swiftest sail’d, 

Claim’d both the fleet and fruit, a glorious prb©! 

Full various were our sports, yet not in sports 
Alone, pass’d on th© tenor of our days ^ 

To romps succeeded oft th* instructive nagt, 

And even wisdom mingled with our plays I 

The next versa alludes to th© unfortunate Dermody, whom 
Oweuson had so gonorousty befriended. This kindness, it 
will be perceived, brought its own reconipeusc. 

And you my sometime brother, o'er whose birth 
Genius presided I wit new strung his lyre •, 

The muse her future bard to slumbers sung, 

And e'en his lisping numbers did Inspire I 

Thou form'd my infant taste, and fc*om thy Hps, 

My mind imbib'd th* enthusiastic glow j 
The love of literature, which thro' my life 
Heighten’d each bliss, and soften'd every wot f 

My sainted mother too, methinks I viow 
Thy endewing smile, my over sweet reward | 

For each unfolmng talent ever gained 
Thy fond approvings, and tliy dear regard. 

Even still methinks, soft vibrate in min© ear, 

Thy well remember'd tones, and still 1 trace 
In thy dear eyes, thy fond maternal love, 

Catch thy last look, and feel thy kit ©mbraotf 

The dying wish that hover’d o'er thy lips, 

Thy last, last words, soft, trembling, broken, faint, 

That my sad breaking heart receiv'd of thine, 

And spoke the woman's conquest o'er the saint I 

Were these, *'dear child of all my tender ©it care. 

Transfer that duteous love to me you pay'd. 

To thy dear sire 5 — live but for him," and diedi-— 

Say blessed spirit, have I disobey’d? 
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Oft (loe« my mein'ry hkc‘t<‘h tiu) .stxrial g;rfnipj 
At (slo.s'mg avis tliat oircUsd round tho fir« ; 

8wot)t liour that fondly knitj eaoh human tin, 

ITnitoa the chiidnm, mothor, frinnd, and «iro I 

Full oft tho It^gmularj talo went rtnmd, 

Historic truth, or Har*hwF« lusart-fclfc song; 

For though hut littlo understood, I wocn 
Wo lovM tho muai(5 of our native tongue 1 

And oft wont round the |)uv.a!;ling, forfeit game, 

IMay’d with nice art, and many a sportive jest ; 

Repeated oft — yet stiro t(^ win a laugh, 

For those we longest know, we lov*d the bent ! 

Dear happy group, and o*on as happy good, 

While guiielesi spirits from ©aoh other torn I 

Why has tho world unolaspM thy social bond, 

And left my heart its fond hope’s wreck to mourn ? 

Thus calmly ilows some pure, expansive stream, 

Pellucid, clear, while o’er its surface plays 

The soften’d shade of each e’er-drooping plant. 

The moon's pale beam, or sun's meridian rays 1 

But lo I should earth's convulsive struggles throw 
Th' impending rock in scatter'd masses o^er, 

'Tis forc’d to disunite in sep'rato streams, 

Dwindles to viewless rills, and 's seen no more 1 

No attempt has hitherto been made to trace the scene of 
Miss Ow'onson’’s scholastic exercises and acquirements. Having 
applied to a party competent to furnish authentic information 
on this head, wo received for reply ; Littlo Sydney was edu- 
cated by Miss Crowe, who kept an eminent seminary in North 
larhstreot, Dublin/’ 

In tho Dublin Directory from 1787 to 1801, the name 
'^Elizabeth Crowe, Milliner, 20 North Earl-street/ ’ appe«s 
on record. That this establishment had some connection with 
'' the eminent seminary up stairs, we are inclined to think 
likely. The local customs of the time sanctioned such a coin- 
bination. Every student of the literary history of Ireland 
towards the close of the last century, is familiarly acquainted 
with the name of Samuel Whyte, tho accomplished preceptor 
of the Duke of Wellington, Sheridan, Mooro, and Emmet. 
Whyte was a man of distinguished erudition, and a poet of no 
mean calibre. His seminary was, as Moore^'s Life of Sheridan 
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iiifonrs us, the first in the metropolis. Vi iison^s Directories of 
the period tlius iiotice it : — ^ 

Whyte^ Samuel, Master of the Semi-1 
iiaryforEnglish Grammar, Geography, &c. >75 Grafton-street.” 
Whyte, TVilliajn, Grocer, 3 

When we find that Whyte’s* famous Academy for Young 
Gentlemen was admittedly none the worse for its prosiraity 
to figs, sugar, and bottled cider, it would be hardly just or fair 
to pooh ! pooh ! Miss Crowe’s seminary for young ladies, be« 
cause the shop below may have displayed a large and varied 
assortment of colossal hats, and other obsolete, but once fashion- 
able articles of female head-gear. 

The public are indebted to the Eev. James Graves, of Kil- 
tennys for having preserved the following characteristic and in- 
teresting, hut not particularly important epistle, from little 
Sydnejj at school in Dublin, to her father at the theatre, Cork- 
Marlborough-street, to which she alludes, is situated, as most 
people know, within one minute’s walk of the site of Miss 
Crowe’s Academy. 

October j 80, 1794. 

I have so often expatiated on the subject of suspence, that 
it would be mere tautology to say what I have felt at my 
D"" Papa’s long silence ; or rather to attempt saying, for sensa- 
tions of that kind are easier conciev’d than express’d, and tho’ 
your O’" Letter disipated my fears, yet I am not free from 
uneasiness. That affection which is ever alive in the bosom of 


^ Mr, Q , of the Black Bock, now in his eighty-first year, is, 

with one exceptfon, the last surviving pupil of Whyte’s. That 
gentleman is our authority for the statement that the late Dul;e of 
Wellington received instruction at Whyte’s academy. Mr. Q— . 
has heard his old precepter Tauntingly declare, that be had flogged 
the breech of the subjugator of Tippoo Saib. How vastly would 
lir, Whyte’s pride have been increased, had he lived to boast that 
the conqueror of N^apoleon bad been under his hand, and piteously 

cried for mercy at his knees ! Mr. Q tells us that Whjte^s 

taste and talent for fledging were not inferior to Mr. Squeers’^s pas- 
sion in the same direction. Although his, right arm was short 
almost to deformity, it possessed great strength, and was the terror 

of every pupil. « Such brutal flogging/’ observes Mr. Q , would 

now no more be tolerated than an insolent attempt at assault and 
battery in the public streets.” The very interesting reminiscences of 

Emmet with which Mr. Q has favoured us, we shall use on some 

future occasion, Whyte died October 4th, 1811. 
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rt fond (iliilil willi nomUhti fvrlw}^ from flus iourtli of 

ami b only it? bn coiivincotl by ncitlar (kunon- 
strafion. Tims (uiifhnii'krul as I am) I uliall never bo Impiiy 
until 1 see. you coiuf.H'lal'.ly seated by tbe firc..s((lu in our littlo 
iiiuior, and iiiy.seir still more coinfurtnbly .soatal on y' knee 
(noAided the burden be not too heavy) listening aite.ntively 
while vmi the ‘tale unfold/ and wlum ’tis ilnished ^I twdami 
with i)(!s(lenu.na, ,’ti.s (rue Tis jnty, and [iity’tis tis true’; 
bill the (iiiotiitioii would net be apidicnblo to every part of your 
unfolded tale, ns the eonduct and boaovolent attc!ntn)n ol 
y'' i’liysiciao and Mr. ilieiiiian, merits abetter reflection; wiion 
I tliimlc on llmir goujIriey$« to you tbo worth of Madame do 
(Jonlis alvvayj^ oocurst to my miud, * Virtue may be acquired, 
but gooihwHH k a gift of iiatim?; mid iiatwro lias boon pro- 
fusts in that rosimet to both (lentlemcn, tlint if notpured y^^’tuo 
Initl a minti to step in, she would not find a single vacant spot 
to take possosHion of: wimt liappiuoHs it would give mo to 
return personal thanks to these friends in the most litoral sense 
of the word, is uocdicss to say, as ovory friend who by their 
eincacioua endeavours have contribulod to the restoration ol my 
1)" Ikipah health must bo dear to me. You complain that L 
am sparing of my paper, but really. My Dear Sir, if you wore 
enclosed within the walk of a boarding school y self, you would 
find Hometliing to say no easy matter. As for nows you will, 
SCO more in a dayk paper than I could send you in a week ; 
and for writing on any subject that may occur, it is not so easy as 
YOU Jkamnf ctiprik imagine. The muses, like all other ladies, 
arc whimsical and inconstant, and it requires no little art . to 
keep in their good graces. At one time thev will prestdo over 
every line, at another they will scarcely deign to look over 
V shoulder : so you may always judge of my Muse s temper by 
style of my letter. Wo spent two delightful ovenmgs at 
Mrs. Lynche’s of M’arlborough-sl. Shu is the most hospitable 
and the best natured woman X over met with. There is a very 
fine grand forte piano, and I am highly gratified with my 
favorite amusement. Wo are to drink tea thoru tomorrow 
evening. I should not have visited them only 1 
sure of f permission, as it was f wish i should go to t 1 y 
with them one night, and any one you would 
pear in public with, I am sure you would have no obmction to 
Fn private. I sent k)lly to Mr. Pixonk, who says tU is no 
one in the world he would so soon have as yoiirscll, ‘ 
tho’ more than one have been about them he has kept them 
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for vou.’"' You f‘aii Imve. a drawing-rooni ntul dining-room, and 
bed-chamber on tlie floor, and bod-chaiubcr on the secomb 
with kitchen entirely to y'self for 4^0 guineas per year, they 
arc fitted up in a very elegant style. tSod bless yoii my 1)' 
Papa, take care of y' self. " S- O'vknson. 

“1 sent to-day to Mr. Leo’s for some muoic, ho soern’d 
quite pleased that I did so, and begg’d I would scud when 

ever I wanted aiiy.i* 

OwoiiHon, Theatre, Oorlc.*’ 

Ram I^co, to whom Sydney Owonaon alludes, was the leathir 
of tho band in Grow-street Theatre, and, aa John OJumre tolli? 
ns in his ItecoUedions, tho first public performer oii tho violin, 
llo oponcil a music shop on Gork-liill, and a cohoo- house in 
I'lx change-street, both of which wore much encouraged and 
fre(iucukd. (to was by turns, witty, proud, resentful, and 
obliging. One evening, when returning to J)ublin, after 
moetiug some friends at a convivial dinner, he inierchanged 
some warm words with one of them. In cons(^qiumcc of this 
lie refused to walk on tlie same aide of the road with his quon- 
dam friend : in a passion ho crossed over to the other side, 
missed liis footing, fcdl down a stoop, received some inward 
injuries, and died. 

“Were it not for tho hos[)italitics and kind attention which 
Mrs. Lynch of Mavlborough-strecX uniformly Bhewed to our 
young authoress at this period, the contracted sphere of Miss 
Crowo^H Reminary would, no doubt, have bcfjome at times iu- 
Bupportablo. T’hut it was not particularly attractive, the fol- 
lowing Poem, suggested by a shower which prevtudnl tho 
writer returning to school at tho expiraiiou of the Christmas 
Holydays,^^ shews. 

I uo’er did hail thy orient red, 

Sol, when thou Icav’st thy eastern hed, 

And o'er tho world thy glories aproad, 

and radiant power, 

As when thou’st earth-drawn vapours shed 
in heavy shower ! 

♦ In tho Dublin Directory for 1704, Thomas tVuton, Junior^ 00, 
Danic^straet,** appears. That this was the Mr, Dixon *’ with whom 
Ovvenson lodged, is evident from tho address of Dormody’s letter, p. 

f Curious postscript in a difTercnt hand. ** Toby Anderson desires 
his comp** and hopes Mr. 0. will soon he able to hurl, and bogs to 
inform you that his dear long-sided sow has not been able to do any- 
thing as yot, and on Saturday next ho hopos to have tho Court to en- 
large the folona, and then it will be Toby^s turn. Miss 0. forgot to 
mention Toby or tho female oat# She says 1 am old Tabby. Dliza. 
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And oft I upward cast mine eyes, 

(Tho* not I ween o’er weather-wise) 

And gladsome view the frowning sfaes 

while screaming crow 
Proclaims the storm as high he flies, 

to us below ! 

INow glad I hear the wind blow bleak, 

Tiew puss by fire her station take. 

And grandmama loud meanings make 

of shooting corn ; 

For rain these signs portentous speak, 

and gloomy morn ! 

Glad see I muddled streamlet stray, 

Whose course no sun-beam renders gay, 

Beflecting nought but wafry ray, 

and dimpled o’er ; 

While goslings on its surface play 

before the door ! 

The clear, pellucid drops I view, 

As large they fall, tho* yet but few. 

And sweet as Californian dew 

to me appear ; 

Or stream that prophet Moses drew 
From rocky source for murm’ring Jew, 

in desart drear I 

Now glad I throw straw bonnet by, 

For sure to school I cannot hie. 

While flood Deucalion pours the sky, 

t’ arrest my feet ; 

And this excuse 1*11 plead so sly, 

compulsion sweet. 

Some doubts have been expressed as to the religious opinions 
in which Sydney Owenson was reared and educated. Her com- 
mentary on the following interesting quotation from Burke, 
furnishes some decisive information on tins head. ^^^Sure I am,’ 
.says Edmund Burke, * that there have been thousands in Ire- 
land who have never conversed with a Eoman-Catholie Jn 
their whole lives, unless they happened to talk with their gar- 
dener’s workman, or to ask their way when they had lost it in 
their sports, or at best who had only associated with ex-foot- 
men or other domestics of the third or fourth order ; and so 
averse were they some time ago to have them near their per- 
sons, that they would not employ even those who would never 
find their way beyond their stable. I well remember a groit, 
^^nd in many respects a good man, who advertised for a black- 
‘smith, but at the same time added, ^ he most be a protetaiife.’ 



TOE ANi) ADVENTIi’ll MS 


uo 

It is ittipossiblc that such a state of tliingH (ilioiigli iialiirai 
goodness in many persons will imdoul)i(ulIy make 
iiuist not produce alienation on the one siilo^ iuul priilr nntl 
insokmcc on the other/ 

^^It is to he hoiauh and iiuletul to he believeth that the fulfil 
spirit of prejudice thus strongly adverted to !)y 15iirkt% is daily 
.losing its inlliuauje ; /or Ihonf/h among ike warn/ 

in mjf own- eoinUr// wko knee keen ednenied in ike mod figld 
mlhereneo h ike knek of Ike church of England^ ! shoukh like 
the poor Marituancs of (lervanh's^ think myself (mdowed with 
very few ^ skeicli(5H and shadows of Christianity/ were I to 
eoiifme virtue to sect; or make the speculative theory of cipiii- 
ion the test of moral c^Kcelleneo^ or proof oflmman perfcclion.”’^ 
Lady Mcagun has been heard to say that luinnother, though 
possessing inany endearing (k>mcstic viiiues, was a persou'of 
such cxocMSivo Luritanitud ieiidenoieH, that, instead of Hiiinula- 
tiiig the religious m\l (»f her children, she but loc^ fatally i;av(^ 
them a distaste to long-visag'cd sanctity/’ and all praetkajH of 
the ^^Lraisc?‘-(JotLbare-l)cmes’^ s(duKd. To tins circumstance 
may be attributed the occasional dcastie tunc t.raceablc in somo 
of the later writings of l^ady Morgan* 

After ilu) death of licr motlum vSydney wtud on a visit to some 
of .Mr* C)uenstn/s friemis and relations in 8hgo, ine.lndinff Hir 
Malby (Tofion of Longford Htnmca 1'he rca^ords of this period 
of her life are not numca’oiua Among oilua* cIliisionH flow- 
ever, iiuikaiting a thoughtful and religious spirit, om*, written 
on a tom!) among ilie ruins oftihgo Aldaw/merits iranserin^ 
tioii.— 

Aud must h ghaaily guest id* tills dark dwelling, 

Ikile, .Menswess tenant, nmsfc I etnne to this • 

Ami iiliall this bmud; enugeaJ, new warmly swelling, 

Te Wim*s saft Iimgnar, rapture's melting bliss ’/ 

Ami must this pulse that beats tn gay measure., 
Tlu'ebbing to bbunny healtin this pulse lii^ Htill: 

And nnuit (‘aeli senso alive to guilekuis pleasma*, 

Totpicl rmist. the Umeh <d’ tt‘an."*|H»rta‘ Ihidll ? 

AmIpmiBt ouch seimate fooling too decay, 

(Fnieb feeling anguhhed by mintlior's sorrow) 

Tlih form that Idushoa youth juid health toaliiy, 

!de cadil and Hensck;ss thus, like tlieo, trniiiorrow ? 

^ Patriotic Skt?tcdms,«*^h('mtL IBC)7, v* i, p, fl2. 
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Terrific Death ! to shim thy dreaded pow'r 
Who would not bravo existence ? direst strife ? 

But that beyond thy dark shade's gloomy bow'r^ 

Faith points her vista to eternal life 1 

The Comirij Post-lo^, a relic of tlie same remote era of Syd- 
ney’s early, life, is a pleasing portraiture of a character now 
almost extinct : — 

Ah ! careless wight, and e’en as careless, gay, 

Slow winding down yon mountain’s rugged brow, 

Cheering with ballad blithe thy weary way, 

And as thy tiioughtless mule, as thoughtless tliou ! 

Ne’er dreaming thou to many art a fate 
Replete with baleful tidings ; big with woe 

To cloud th’ illusive beam of hope elate, 

Or blast the germ of love’s first ardent blow ! 

To snap tho golden, fragile thread of bliss, 

Deface tho smiling portrait Fancy drew | 

Convey tho last farewell, the dying kiss, 

And change each tint of joy to mis’ry's hue ! 

To freeze tho vital stream that warmly glows 
Within the heart, to filial fears a prey 5 

The sad, but long expected task impose, 

To weep the sainted parents swift decayl 

Ah i orphan mourner, I can feel for thee. 

For I, like thco, have cause to weep, to sigh ; 

Like tlfmo, the parent heaven bestow’d on mo, 

Fled from her child, to claim her kindred sky ! 

Yot senseless wight, if thou tho heart can’st wrings 
And sadder certainty for sad doubt give ; 

Wealth, title, fame, ’tis also thine to bring, 

And all for which tho witless many livo 1 

To the sad prisoner liberty convoy, 

To modest merit tho unask’d award ; 

To dark despair restore hope’s vivid day, 

To injured innocenco its just reward I 

The authoress, with beautiful diffuseness, then proceeds to 
say that “ When stillness breathes along the silent groves, 
she loves to hear the wild tones of the Post-boy’s horn float on 
tho distance : 

Now stealing faintly with vibration soft, 

Now tningling louder with each passing gale, 

Now ’midst tho hills by echo answer’d oft, 

And louder now, it rings along the dale ! 
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How tLrobs oacli pulse, with every viiritul aouiut, 

How inuuy ardent expectations liurn, 

How docs ray heart within my bosom hound? 

And how I lly to moot, yet fear to loam ? 

Yes, 'tis for me— each character 1 kiss, 

Then trerahling, hopintt, hreak tht! woll-knowii seal. 

But why relate its tale of woo or bliss, 
h’or ah I like mo, who woo or bliss <?au fed ? 

The iieiglibourliood in which Mj^diicy Owoiiaon wiia local, ('d, 
possessed many striking natrural bcaulies, and |)l(“a.Hing asao- 
cialions, peculiarly calculated lo promote l.lie growlli of a warm 
poetic (enipcranient. In her Palr'wihi S/cck/za, the authoress 
paints a lew of the more prominent foaiaires of Kligo. 

"Tlic scenery which environs tho town,” she writes, "is 
bold, irregular, ami piclun^scpu! ; and though despoiled of 
those luxurious woods which once (iti eoinmon with the rest 
of the Island) enriched its aspect, it still preserves many of 
those traits which constitute the perfection of lamlseape, hang- 
ing over a beautiful hay formed by the influx of the * Steep 
Atlantic,' sheltered by lofty mountains, and reposing almost at 
the brow of a hill along whose base the. Itiver (lilley stixiis its 
devious way. The. high road by whieh it is a[)proa(;hed for the 
Itust twenty miles, winds through a scsemi of romuntie variety, 
wiiioh fr(x|uent]y conihines the most (sultivntod and harmonious 
traits, with the wildest and most abrupt images of stjenie, beauty. 
The. groves, tho lakes, tho eue.lianting islands, and all the glow- 
ing charm.s of an .Italian seenory whieli difluses it.sidf over tin; 
pietiirescpu', and cidtivated scenes of Morcnee-eourl,*’^ are suti- 
deuly replac(!d by a dreary heath, and a bold and continued 
mass of rocks, t.hrougli which nature, tiim;, and art, stHini to 
have cut a deep and mirrow delile which, entercil at tlmt 
hour sacred to the fiotultro grtmdeur of the true wdrlime, 
awakens in tlie heart of the traveller siieli a warning a,s tite 
ciitranoc to Dante's Inferno holds out.” Miss Owensoii, in her 
“ Fourth Sketch,” refers, at some length, to the nmiantio 
(lien of Kuock-nu-ree, situated within throe miles of Hligo, 
and eomhining tho llnest ocean soonory, with many trails (jf 
striking picturesejao landscape. Bathed in gloom, the over- 
hanging rocks almost knit their towering summits. 'I’lie au- 
thoress also vividly describes the eloud-eapped Heights of Ben- 

* Tho Boot of Lord Imuskilloii. 
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bullen, and the Island of Innis-murry, celebrated in Irish 
legend, and famous in history as still containing part of the 
crosier of St. Molaire. A distant view of the undulating , 
Coast of Ulster is also sketched ; but a stronger interest is 
awakened by her account of Sugiia-clogh, or the Giant^s Grave, 
near the town of Sligo. Several immense stones are raised in 
a very curious and romantic manner, upon the ends of others, 
which seem pitched perpendicularly into the earth, and give 
to the eye an idea of Stonehenge, Sugna-clogh is one of these 
puzzling relics of a by-gone age, with which antiquarian ingen- 
uity delights to amuse itself. 

The singular water-flight of Glencar did not fail to excite 
the admiration of our authoress. Deriving its source from the 
summit of a lofty hill, whose base it scarcely reaches, the glit- 
tering clement is again carried perpendicularly back> forming 
a species of water-spout. Its appearance when seen under the 
influence of an unclouded sun, rising like a pillar of light, is 
strikingly beautiful : the least variation of the air breaks it in- 
to a feathery spray, which falls at a considerable distance, like 
the misty shower of a summer's evening, tinged with the de- 
parting glow of the horizon. But there are other aquatic 
curiosities near Sligo. The steep Hill of the Hawk is the first 
point of land seen on this coast at sea, and has long served as 
a landmark to mariners. Notwithstanding the altitude of 
Knochm-shong, its summit contains a well which ebbs and 
flows with the tide. Of both mountain and well, tradition has 
preserved many miraculous tales. 

In her Second Sketch" Miss Owenson tolls us — ^^In days 
of childhood, in the happy recess of sebooLholidays, I have 
caught a distant view of Sligo Abbey, in a moment of such 
felicity as childhood only experiences, ^ wlien we feci that we 
are happier than we know.' An idea of its venerable ruins 
had insensibly associated itself with llic remembrance of the 
lively susceptibility I then possessed, to every impression ; and 
that idea still preserving its ascendancy in my mind, rendered 
the object that gave rise to it, an object of peculiar interest, 
and ardent curiosity. 

I have always loved those scenes which connect the plea- 
sures of intclleot with those of sense, which are equally dear to 
reflection and to fancy, over which the mental sympathies ex- 
tend themselves, and where the heart and the eye repose with 
equal satisfaction and delight ; and as I involved myself 
amidst the ruins of Sligo Abbey, where doubtless * Many a 
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saint and many a hero trod/^* the beautiful apoHtroplio of Vcil- 
iiey floated on iny memory : ^ Jc vous saliio ruiiuvM Holitaires ! 

Oui : tandis quc votre aspect repousse (Fun secsret c'ilVoi les 
regards (k vulgairc, mon cmur trouvc h. vous cund^ianpler Ic 
cliarmc dcs seniimcmus profonds et des hautos 

In 17l)4s Owenson, believing that the proverbial theatrical 
taste of Kilkenny furnished a good opening for the erection of 
a new and liandsome theatre^ in that city, acicordingdy eiubarked 
in tlie arduous and costly undertaking alluded to.'^ Tlui wenk 
sped apacc^, but time proved that it rcticcted greater (5redii c>u 
OwensoiFs histrionic taste, than on his prudence. Ilia capital 
was^ by far, too small to justify him in uudo.tlaking’, single- 
handc(l, so important and eKtensivc) a piece of business, Ike 
result, as might easily have been fon^mum, was, that cliflhjnli ies 
soon pressed, in bewildering suoc(\ssion, upon our player. His 
family, for a time, felt the cold grip of peuury ; and mm it not 
for the steadfast friendship of a handful of sineero hearts, which 
sparkled, few and far between,*^ amid the dense and almost 
endless ranks of OwensoiFs profesacul friends and aebnirtu’s, 
grim hunger and bitter sorrow might havtj weighed them down* 

Nor W(^rc the few true friends to whom was have alludal any 
the men with handles to their wdu^, in days gemo by, 

wore wont to invite Owenson, as a dramatic lion and ittuivi- 
vialist, to their table. last friend/^ says Hir Jomdi 

Barrington, was old Koniaiiu5,t aeedebrated KrcneJi (lancing 
master, many years domiciliated ami esteemed in Dublin, llo 
aidcal Owenson and bis family whih^ ho Imd the meams to do 
ao, and they both died nearly at tlie same time— iiKHiiiiiccn of 
talent and miprovidcnua^.^^ 

In 1798, Owtaison, in bad health, and worse spirits, rediria! 
from the stage. UoprivrHl, by (hmih, of the (H>mp;uiion:diip of 
a fond wife, and freed, by poverty, from ilui alt(;nhouH td' many 
friends, he now looked to his Itwingdaughttu-Hforsolaf'caml sitia^r- 
ity. In 1799 Sydney biuhi adieu the nict.urcs(|ue atul soul-in- 
spiring haunts with whicii Sligo aboumled. in a little bower, 
planned with her own head, and planttnl by her own Imiid, sim 
composed an elaborate farewell ode, from which we cull n few 
closing couplets i — 

** Thi^ (Hlifice, afterwardM immortalwani m the sremi of tlie far* 
famed amateur theatriealn of Killuujuy, was pulled tlewu in iHfil, in 
ortlor te make room for the erection of a jmhlio miattiug rouiiu A 
very small uorttou Htill remains. 

f <iJolm Fontaino, Daneiug master, 40, Towaatnul-,vtreet/' appeiini 
in the Dublin Direotorles, until icon, 
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No more shall now my steps intrude 
Amidst thy dreary solitude ; 

And thou my dear and lonely cell, 

From whence I bade these scenes farewell. 

The hand that did thy honours raise, 

W ould fain perpetuate thy praise ; 

For well, dear cell, has thou repaid 
My labours with thy friendly shade ; 
oft from th* unmeaning crowd I’d fly. 

From fashion’s vapid circle hie. 

And beneath thy umbrage sought 
The luxury of pensive thought, 

Or view’d the moon's pale quivering ray, 

Thro’ thy woodbine portal play. 

Or at the long expected hour, 

Have flown to thee, dear conscious bower : 

To catch (on some kind zephyr borne) 

The welcome sound of post-boy’s horn ! 

Impatient thro’ thy foliage glance, 

Impatient chid his slow advance ; 

Hear the dread to my demand. 

Yet fix’d remain with out-strotch’d hand, 

With boating heart and eager eyes, 

’Till hope in disappointment dies ; 

Or haply snatch th’ expected bliss, 

Print on each character a kiss ; 

Still on each tender sentence dwell, 

While on each line a fond tear fell, 

In which the fonder father prov’d. 

How well his absent child was lov’d ! 

How true, how sweetly he could blond 
In one, the sire, preceptor, friend. 

Prom listless solitude I fly 
To meet the fond expectant eye ; 

Melt in a parent's warm embrace, 

And in each fond endearment trace 
The welcome of the throbbing heart, 

Soft murmuring No more we part." 

Under tlie diffloultics which resulted from her father’s mis- 
fortunes^ the subject of this memoir made her first literary 
essay in print. As Lady Morgan has herself acknowledged, in 
the Preface to France, the world has been indebted to Nkcls- 
siTY— that great parent of exertion — for all the luxury of pro- 
fit and pleasure which her writings have enabled it to treasure 
and taste. 

In March, 1801 , Sydney Owonson placed in the inky fin- 
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gers of Mr. A. Stewart, Printer, 86, Bride-street, Dublin, the 
manuscript of a little volume of poems, juvenile and otherwise. 
“ The verse in this book,” observes one of the first, as well us 
one of the most fastidious of recent critics,* " written before 
Byron had brought into existence the fresh rhythm and feelings 
of modern verse — is wondrously good of its kind — the time 
considered, and the prcimrations of its writer taken into ac- 
count.” Tliis volume, the tiny book of a liny author, was toler- 
ably creditable to Mr. Stewart's press, if we except a few such 
awkward typographical oversights as “ lluttcrcr,”for "llattcrer,'' 
(p. 119); wearied eyes, “ half dozing,” instead of " half clos- 
8ingonvacancy,”(p.29.),and "To triumph,” (p. 19) for " l,o Tri- 
umphe.” Miss Owenson’a pecuniary moans were too much 
pinched to enable her to cancel such leaves as contained matter 
which might, she thought, bo altered for the better ; and we llnd 
various passages in the printed copy, neatly modifleil in her 
own autograph. In the Uawi/iorne Tree, for iustaneo, an 
obliterating lino is lightly drawn through 

Nor olivo by tho iincients saitl 
Was sacred to the bluo-oy'd maid I*’ 

And : 

Nor Minerva’s oIlvo dower 
Sacred to wisdom’s heavenly power !*' 

is substituted by the authoress. The great patroness of liiora- 
ture, in Ireland at the close of tho last, and ih(5 l)(‘ginnlng of the 
present century, was Eli/iabeib, countess of Moira ; and to tins 
liigh and accomplished lady little Sydney was graciously permitted 
to inscribe her maiden literary effort. In sanctioning by 
your patronagi!/* wrote Miss Owenson, ** those little poetic 
sketches^ you have conferred an honor on their author of wliicdi 
she is infinitely more sensible than capable of expressing the 
gratitude it has excited.*^ 

The Countess, though thoroughly English, by birth and de^ 
scent, was filled by a hearty Irish nationality of feding, from 
which too many members of tho Teerago of Irdand have been 
invulnerably exempt. Tho daughter of Thcophilus, Lord of 
Huntington, and solo heir of her brother, the tenth Karl, on 
whoso death, in 1789, she succeeded to the Hastings Teeriige, 
in her own right, this illusirious lady became tho tliird wife of 
the humane ami gallant Karl of Moira. Her generous con- 
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duct ill ahcltering Lord and Lady Edward Fitzgerald^ at the 
stormy period of 1798, as well as the uniform philanthropy 
and patriotism of her life, will long be remembered with grati- 
tude in Ireland. Lady Moira died in 1808. Her once gor- 
geous residence, on Usher's Island, Dublin, is now the Men- 
dicity Institution. 

Mr., afterwards Sir B. Philips, of St. Paul’s Church-yard, 
undertook to conduct the publication and agency of Mias 
Owenson's book in London ; but being the work of an utterly 
unknown author, it was deemed advisable to secure in advance, 
as many subscribers as possible. An alphabetical list was ac- 
cordingly prefixed to the little volume, and it is interesting at 
this distance of time, to glance over it. The first name is that 
of J osoph Atkinson, M.R.I.A., an Irish poet, who, although 
famous enough at one period, is probably better known now 
as the early Iriend of Moore and Dorothea Jordan.* Burke 
Bethal, Barrister-at-Law, also figures — a man whose witty and 
convivial propensities have been quenched by death within the 
last few years only. In the C. division, we have Dr. Young, Lord 
Bishop of Clonfert, Sir Malby Crofton, Bart., and Abraham 
Colles, M.D. Of the first, we may observe that the discovery 
of a principle in natural philosophy which he applied to gun- 
nery, introduced him to the notice of the military viceroy, 
Lord Cornwallis, and in 1798, the belligerent Bishop was pre- 
sented by his Excellency with the See of Clonfert. Sir Malby 
Crofton, of whom we have already spoken, was a relation of 
Owonson's, and a dear friend through life to the interests of 
his daughter. The death of Dr, Abraham Colies in 184i3, 
was an irreparable blow to suffering humanity ; and caused a 
blank in the ranks of the medical profession, which may not 
bo for many years filled up. Among the other subscribers, 
were John Foster, last speaker of the Irish House of Commons ,• 
Lord Granard, whose saturnine portrait Sir Jonah Barrington, 
introduces in his work on the Union; the Countess of Gran- 
ard, the accomplished daughter of Lady Moira, who, no doubt, 
amiably secured the patronage of the Earl and his lady ; Sir 
Duke and Lady Giffard ; the Patriot Duke of Leinster ; the 


* Mrs. Jordan, in a letter to Sir Jonah Barrington 
Skeiche$, voh ii., p. ^31,) writes: — 

Atkinson came to see xno— quite as poetical as ever, and the best 
natured Poet I believe, in the worldJ^ 
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Countess of' Moira ; Sir Eobcrt Lauder ; Ooloncil I\ iiig^ 
M.P.^ afterwards Lord Lorton, who was tried for ooui- 
plicity in the murder of Colonel Fitzgerald;, the base seducer of 
the beautiful Miss King ; Thomas Moore^ the Bard of Lrin^ 
with liis father, mother, and sister ; poiuisellor M/Kally, who 
received a secret stipend from the Crown for la^lvaYing the pro- 
fessional secrets of ihelJnitcd Irishmen; Mrs. O'lknrne, of Ard« 
bracean Palace, the wife of Louis, Protestaut Bishop of M eaili, 
originally a Iloman Catholic lOcadosiasticid stuchmt ; the llev* 
Mr. OMIeirne, P.P. of Longford, the Aposial.r^ Pnilattfs l)ro- 
iher; Captain, afierwards the Ilight Hoik William Maurin, 
whoso tedious political regime in Ireland was a national calamity, 
and the Ilev. Dr. Millar, the subsc(|uently ccIebrakHl mUlrnr 
of the riiilosophy of History. M.any more names appear on 
record, but those we have enumeraled are the only ones wliicli 
at tliis distance of tiiius, arc recognizahha 
The modest lhadacc of Sydiuij OwenHon to her first-born 
book is pleasant to read, and repays the labour of iran- 
scription. Dating from Doininick-sirimL Dublin/^ wo arc 
told that The mind of a young Author, <m tlie eve of expo- 
sing to the gaze of publi(j scrutiny, ilu) chcTislied otlspring 
of its solieii ude, with all its impericciicm.s on its head/ seeks 
to strengthen its liopes and iraiKpulize its apprehension;!, by 
adopting cv<;ry idea which leads to tlm btdief, Uuii ilu^ errors 
of youth wilf meet wiili that indulgenct) in a literary stmse, 
which in a moral one it never fails to obtain — and if Ihere is 
indeed 

^ In youth a prone and speechless dialect, 

Such as moves men,’’^ 

on this principle at least the Author of tins little volume may 
rest her claim to toleration. The fugitive trifles it coitlains, 
best evince in themselves the period in which they were 
written many of them a young ^ imagination bodieif forth ^ 
in those truant hours which childlmot! loves to steal from en- 
forced avocation, — and many of tliem were the ellusions of an 
heart newly awakened to happiness, or seeking to lose its littks 
sorrows amidst the playful imagery of fancy^s cr(;aliou,— faith- 
ful transcripts from local and interesting originals, they were 
comjmaed under the influence of the feelings ; and tlicrir author 
writing wliat she tliought, rather than thirling wliatslie sluiulci 
write, realized with rapidity the ' idle visions of her bruin/ or 
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veiled beneatli the fantastic drapery of poetic decoration the 
natural simplicity of those sentiments, which her heart owned 
and her understanding ratified.” 

Tlic reader has a right to expect that we should lay some 
extracts from this little book before him. Of these there are 
in truth, no dearth. Every imaginable object and situation 
seems to have formed the fair poetess’s theme at various times; 
but we prefer to select such pieces as furnish an insight into 
Miss Owenson’s mode of life at the remote epoch in question. 
Not a few of her poems are entitled to the rank of autobiographi- 
cal fragments. There is an unmistakeable air of truthfulness 
about them; and the cautious reader need not fear that 
Sydney had much need to indulge in Poets’-licensc. 

Eluent and flowing as was Sydney’s pen and thought, we find 
'that her muse did not always prove as obedient as might be 
desired , The capricious lady — we mean the muse, noi Miss 
Owenson — was at last addressed in tlie following strain of semi- 
pctulancc, on the occasion of our authoress making a vain effort 
to write on a given subject : — 

I swear it by Parnassus mount, 

By ITippocranoH^ inspiring fount ; 

By Waters of Aciclalus, 

By sacred streams of Illysus ; 

By Helicon, — Castalian rill. 

By Aganippe, ^ — Pindus' hill ; 

Apollo's laurel, and his lyre, 

Mclpom'no's tears, — Thalia's Are I 
By wise Minerva’s sagost owl. 

By Royal Juno’s sacred fowl; 

By Cupid’s bow,—* and brother Loves, 

By y onus’ costus, — and her doves ; 

By cup of Ganymede and Hebe, 

By brighost beam of silver Phoebe ; 

By Ida’s lovc-insj)irine: air, 

Nay, by thy ingrate self I swear ; 

Ne'er from this moment to implore 
Thy aid or inspiration more ; 

Nor sacrifice my youth’s short day, 

In begging a poetic lay ; 

Or wit to Bcribblo song or sonnet, 

When I should trim a cap or bonnet ; 

Entreat a spark of attic fire, 

To animate my languid lyre, 

When I as in my sex befitting. 

Should take my work or mind my knitting I 
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For tlioci wlmt havo I not ©ndurM, 

To scofFs, and taunts, and snoerH inurM ; 
By misses for thy favours maurd. 

By masters learned ladp^" called ! 

By all avoided, lost my bito 
^Should set the simple things to write ; 
Whilst thou malignant more than they. 
Hath Ksome eccentric notion gay 
Shot ’thwart my fancy- — nav, I swear, 

F*on in the sacred house of imayer, 

I gladly seiiio it, thoughtless wight, 

Forgot 1 came to pray, not writcj. 

And in my prayer-hook self indite ! 

While from my lij[>s unconscioiia fall, 

Hot sainted Ptd.or, James, nor Paul ; 

But mount Parnassus, niuscs, fire, 

Apollo, wit, Ionian choir ; 

Invoke no canonizied maid, 

But Yoriek*s or Oorvantes shade I 
Quick shrinks each pious soul away. 

While sacred horror and dismay. 

Each eye devout as <ptick invade# 

Oast on tho sacrilegious maid ; 

And tho* she prayed with mif^ht and mam# 
Alas I she finds contrition vain ; 

Nor credit gains from pious damo, 

That you, sad Muse, not she's to blame ; 
Nor is this all, for oil with spleen 
Thou'st durUul on me, when IVe boon 
tn solemn eonvocafeiem seated 
•Midst female sages, who grave treate<l 
On sermons, prudence, faith, and pr*ay(‘r. 
Salves, conserves, silks, and china-ware l 
Now flirting girls frail conduct chiding. 
And now tho price of lace deending ; 

Now giving script'ral cxposiiioris. 

Now <iuc)ting tradosmetfs impositions I 
Now on blest charity declaim, 

And now traduce a nmglibour's fame; 
While as t solemn, prim, demure. 

List' with att(?ntiou to bo sure, 
l*op comti y<ni with poetic fVt»ak, 

And on my prim attention break ; 

Breathe fire thro' the torpid creature. 

And animate each cold, fix'd feature ! 

I start, look up, then mim a pen, 

Write# smile# gasjc round# and write again ; 
Then rcalisse the golden thought, 

And with enthusiasm fraught, 

lo Triumphed — there's a lino 

Will speak mo favoured by tho Nino I 
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With look ecstatic I exclaim. 

And strike amazed each frigid dame ; 

O’orwhelmed with fear and consternation. 

Straight they convene a consultation ; 

Of grandmamas and spinster cousins, 

Step-sisters, maiden aunts in dozens ; 

With broken sentence, nod, and leer, 

Where more is meant than meets the ear 
In whispers they converse and shew it. 

The poor thing’s mad, or worse, turn’d poet; 

Then vow they’d pardon any crime, 

In their own girls but love of rhyme. 

Which should it epidemic prove, 

Might well attbet all those they love : 

And spreading quick the cautioning rumour, 

To exile from their presence doom her ! 

Yet all these evils I sustain’d. 

Of persecution ne’er complain’d. 

As long as thou wouldst kindly pay 
A visit in a friendly way. 

In tLis strain our little Poetess proceeds to reproach her 
muse with a tendency to unanhable and capricious desertion. 
She reminds licr of the hours without number which were 
snatched from refresliing midiiiglit slumber, andfcrvently devoted 
to her sake and service. She speaks of the youthful joys /"toilette, 
trinkets, dress, and toys — the dear short-lived teens best trea- 
sure/’ — allsacrificcd forthemuso’s sake, ""xind yet/’ she adds-^ 
^^You all these services forgot, 

Keject my incenso, and despise 
The votive off'rings I devise; 

On my best invocation frown. 

Nor with success one effort crown.” 

Sydney concludes in a strain of assumed petulance, forswearing 

book, paper, ink, and pen, 

Until ! — thou smirst on mo again.” 

It was often at the most unseasonable moments that the 
muse would turn caressingly to Sydney. Sometimes when in 
bed at night, enveloped with darkness and Limerick blankets, 
a gush of inspiration would saturate the little Poet’s brain. 
She often drew down the vengeful indignation of the elder 
female members of the household, who could not at all under- 
stand why "" Miss Siddy, instead of lying tranquilly on her 
pillow, would suddenly begin mouching about the house, and 
fumbling at the well-slaved kitcKon fire,” with a dripping 
tallow candle which refused to light. Sometimes, Sydney, 
rather than disturb the sleeping household, would scrawl hasty 
hieroglyphic mems upon a big school slate which lay, awaiting 
the moment of inspiration, at her bed-sido. At other times. 
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when out walking, she would suddenly desert licr companions^ 
and seeking a secluded green field (lotted witli lambs, would 
tlun*e, in pastoral peace and purity, woo her muse. 

There is one poem addressed to Sleep, whi(di it is not easy 
to read with dry eyc^s. It was thrown off during one of the many 
hours of hiiier sorrow wdiich clouded the brow of the ruined 
pl'iyrr and his devoted daughter. Poor Sydiu^y longiul for sl(‘ep 
to drown her care. Though essentially diderent in versiik^aiion, 
this poem is, in stylo and sentiment, hardly inferior to Shaks- 
pearok] celebrated address to the same solaciug restorative n--- 

Conun balmy aleop, thou tranHiont, wool; roiitn*, 

HIuhI o’er my a<*huiu’ <*yos thy sooliiing power ; 

And minglo with llie ailoni tear of grief, 

One drop extracted from thy epiide llowna* ! 

Shroud in thy downy and (ddivioua veil, 

The woea that atill dt‘fer thy gentle reign, 

And o’er my wtiaried Hennes softly steal. 

The wdoumo bondage t»f thy imfelt (dmin ! 

Wrap in forgetfulnoHS my canvworn mind, 

(live to oblivion my px’Oj^hetic fears ; 

My menfry in tby magic thraldom bsiul, 

Stoat tins aad sigli, and check tbesiJ flowing teawo 

0 come ! and hd imagination beam 
O’er my soft slumbers her enebantiug ray, 

Shed tier bright intluencc in some goldtii dri^am, 

And hovor round me with illusions gay ! 

Invoke the mimic Fancy to thy ai<l, 

And all her fiudie and at^rial trium 

With rosy visions cheer thy votarist maid, 

And with sweet treachTy sUud her bosonfii pain ! 

Each ftmd afTection in my lioart revive, 

(By sorrow’s torpid touch long lull'd to rest ;) 

Once to each thrilling tone of joy alive. 

But dormant now within my joy hiss breast f 

Tims come dtdightful and delusive sleep, 

Thus o'er my wither’d spirits elaim thy power 5 

In thy sweet balm my anguish’d feelings steep, 

For yeari of suff rings grant one blissful how ! 

Tl)c ode “ To a Tear ” is also sadly suggestive : — 

Ah ! wlum tluiy stoarst clown iMiIlid ohook, 

Of poor afiliotiou, sad and luoi'k, 

hoart-oasing tear s 

"The Sigh ” is (lie subject of another, hut a difTc-nmily toned 
effusion. In a piece, addressed "To Myself,” an elfurt to oust 
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off care is traceable. We quote the lines in full because of 
their autobiographical interest: — 

Ah i little maid> how blest the day, 

When with the frolic hours, you gay 

and careless rov*d 

Thro* life, from woe, from trouble free, 

Kor thought you e*er could parted be, 

from those you lov*d ! 

Thine was the blest propensity, 

To malm that world a heaven to thee, 

in which you mov’d ; 

Nor know the cause that made thee blest, 

That joy’d thy heart and warm’d thy breast, 

was those you lov’d I 

Quick did thy lively pulses play. 

As quickly flow’d thy spirits gay, 

secure you rov’d j 
No thought of ill did ever scare. 

Thy happy heart devoid of care, 

with those you lov’d ! 

No woe thy bosom did invade, 

Save those thine own compassion made, 

by pity mov’d ; 

You wept,— yet ne’er did sorrow know. 

But taught to weep for other’s woe, 

by those you lov’d I 

And while the tear stood in thine eye, 

Or on thy cheek would trembling lie, 

it often prov’d ; 

That smiles irradiated thy face, 

As in the eyes you’d rapture trace, 

of those you lov’d. 

The gloomy art thou ne’er did’st know. 

Of conjuring up ideal woe, 

hut sportive rov’d ; 

Thro* Fancy’s brightest, gayest scene, 

For happy wer’t thou then I ween, 

with those you lov’d I 

Oay was thy prattle, gay thy smiles. 

Thy infant sports, thy infant wiles, 

still unreprov’d j 

By age or chill severity. 

Nor frowns repelling e’er did see, 

from those you lov’d 1 

Full many wore thy childish ways, 

To chmrm the dear parental gaze j 

fondly approv’d 
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Was each faint effort of thy mind^ 

Whiie to thy httlo failings, blind 

wtTO those you lov’d I 

Ah I little maid, how bloat the day, 

When with the sportive hours, you gay 

and careless rov'd 
Thro’ life 1 — alas I that day is oVr, 

Since little maid art thou no more 

■with those you loved ! 

The experience of heavy afliictions did not render the breast 
of Sydiuy Ovvonson callous to trifling trials. Wc now lint I luT 
lender lieart bcnioaningilituloathof her favorite lap-dog Bell/' 
which for seven long yearss''was the constant companion 
ofouriitide authoress. The introductory verse to eight suc- 
ceeding stanzas, will probably bo considcrtxl sufllcicnt as a 
specimen : — 

Since then thy life’s << poor play is o'er/’ 

And thou cau’st live to c.barin u(» nnuu!! 

who (tharined so well ; 

Let. mo whose hours you oft beguih'd, 

Who at thy sportive ways oft snuled, 

thy virtues tell. 

The virtues and beauties of a Thrush which sung every 
evening luider the atilhor's windows, during a summer re.sideuce 
in the coimtry/' are also cordially r(‘.coguised atul eulogised* 

It was not only by the volume? of poems already spoken of, 
that Sydney Owenson provcjd herself tin? ialieriiress of her 
fatlic/s i(liasyncraci(?H and talents. We now firul her arranging 
to Englisli words, twelve of the most be4iutiful and toucliing 
melodies, in the vernacular of her native land, and fdially tledi- 
eating ilic work to Kobert OwenHoti, Brclixed to this vv>ry 
beautiful colled ion is an Historical IVeface, written with elo- 
(|U(sice and erudition, in which she atiribuit^s ilm patriotic? tone 
which pcu’vades luw wriiings, to the national enthusiasm wlrich 
at an early age she imbibed from her futlutr. 

Home persons may reepuro to be reminded tliat to Miss 
On-enson we are imlebted for Urn charming Irisli ballad of 
Kate Kc'aruey, It first appeared anonymously as the Bmrdltun 
,/iV//; and at once bemame popular* That Miss Owenson 
would have followed up the senes then!! can be im doubt, had 
not Btiuiing, and Moore, and Sir John Htevenson, grasped with 
avidiiy at i!\e happy idea of which she was tlm parent. There 
was a regular scramble for it. Ihinting rushed vebemeutly 
forward, and did much, but his perse*vercnco was not equal to 
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his matchless musical taste; and we believe he never brought the 
project to a completion. Although Moore has almost always 
received the exclusive credit for the admirable idea of the 
Ilelodm, he had too much honour to fail to recognize in his 
Preface to the first edition of that work, the labors of those who 
had trod the same path. We are told that the public are 
indebted to Mr. Bunting for a valuable collection of Irish 
music, and that the patriotic genius of Miss Owenson has 
been employed on some of our finest airs."^ 

Rich as was the harvest wliich Moore, Bunting, and Owenson 
reaped in the field of Irish music, we find, from the recent and 
highly successful labors of Dr. Petrie, that those industriously 
disposed can still glean in the same field, with ample profit. 

Owenson)”say3 the Freeman's Journal of May 2Sth, 181 2, 
in recording his death, '' Owenson was the best Irish scholar 
of his day, and we may perhaps say, the last true Irish musi- 
cian.” These acquirements and intellectual tendencies have been 
perpetuated hereditarily. The parodies,’^ observes an Irish 
gentleman well informed on the subject, “ the parodies of Lady 
Clarke in the Irish vernacular set by Sir John Stevenson, 
long formed the delices of musical society in Dublin, which 
the author of these lines remembers to have heard her sing 
with infinite grace and humour.” This striking hereditary musi- 
cal taste has been further instanced by Lady Clarke's daughter, 
Mrs. Edward Gcalo, assisting the Marchioness of Downshirc in 
forming an Irish Academy of Music. 

Miss Owenson's little volume of Poems lay, for a time, un- 
noticed and unboiight; butthe influence of the Countess of Moira 
at length prevailed, and innumerable persons purcliascd it in ob- 
sequious obedience to her ladyship^s earnestly expressed sug- 
gestion. Once tested, the genuineness of the gems became 
strikingly apparent ; their value daily rose in critical estimation; 
it became fashionable to praise them. They furnished many a 
languishing boudoir and drawing-room conversation with a 
theme which seldom failed to stimulate; in the pauses of 
the Spanish dance, or the Minuet de la Oour, they were 
referred to with other topics of ton. At last the elite of 
Dublin expressed a desire to view the casket from whence such 
pretty pearls came ; and Sydney Owenson was forthwith 
stalled on a little throne, in the centre of the brightest society 
of the metropolis. Her wit and vivacity, the nerve with which 
she swept tlie strings of her harp, and the exquisite modula- 
tions of her voice, in accompaniment, charmed widely, and 
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bound captive many a heart long wrapped in apathy. Jioeai 
critics began to recognize “ a considerable share of the ])ao,tic 
faculty” in the anthorcss’s vohunc. Her fancy was graceful, 
and her verso flowing and harmonious. Tluy had grcait hop(,'s 
of thc>. young poet, and augured a second edition for her 
volume. 

Those jdaudits nerved the tiny girl to renewed (ixortion. 
Mrs. lladclifTc^s vigour, as a novelist, iiad begun to flag ])ain- 
fully. Miss Porter’s Thaddeus of Warsato, and f/ic doidikA 
C7ii(fi) did not appear for some years later. Mias Kdgowortli’s 
ddiii, as a novelist, had not yet taken |)ln(!0. CJlara Uc.cvo, and 
Miss Burney were us(!d up. Female romance-writers were 
few ; and it seemed to Sydmy Owenson tliat a favorable 
open lay besfore her. In 1803 apjxiared S(. Clair, or, the 
IMrmof Uemond, a novel, in two volumes, by .Miss Owen- 
son. Every chapter beans, more or less, trace of a tyro's 
hand ; but the book, nevertheless, possesses, in maty- passaf'cs, 
a hearty racincsB of style, which cheers like tlie IreshneHs of 
morning. The same remarks may be said to apply, in a great 
degree, to her next work, The Noinco of St. Dominkh, a novel 
published in 180'1 ; but the too obvious elfort, in the third 
and fourth volumes, to spin out the talc lotlie ulmost imssihle 
lengtii, spoils tlio ffout which its perusal would otlierwisc en- 
kindle. These works were far from ladng favorites with Eady 
Morgan when time hud matured her judguunl and styh;, and 
althougli heaving nnmistuktahle evidence of a want of know- 
ledge of the world, togetluir with great impmhahility of plot, 
wo (hid, on consulting the various criticisms of the time, that 
Si. Clair and the h'wko were two very popular productions. 
'I'lio society of our authoress continued to he courted with 
avidity by fashionable circles— a further proof of her increasing 
jirestige and success. 

.Practice makes perfect, and in trying her hand on a third 
novel, Mias Owenson contrived to avoid a considerable portion 
of the blemishes of style and taste which had previously exposed 
her to adverse criticism. In 1805 apiicarcd a highly romantic 
and original novel, in three volumes, which at onoo threw her 
friends into an ecstaoy of admiration. Wo allude to tlio po[m- 
lar ami far-famed H'Ud Irish Girl. In this book she very 
artistically emhodicM such (^xpcrie.tiee of the primitive aationul 
chnraeter us she had gained during her residence at Hligo, 
iipangled by these flashes of geuuino patriotism, which, Ihrouglt 
life, lent the fairest lustre to her halo of fame. 
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Joseph Atkinson, M.R.I.A., one of the early patrons of 
Sydney Owensoi/s youthful genius, read the Wildlrish Girl^ 
with feelings of singular pride and pleasure. In the fulness of 
this feeling he threw off the following complimentary poetic 
address to his fair young friend, Miss Owenson. We are un- 
willing to omit a line of verses written with such force, beauty, 
and truth. Critics of the present day will probably declare 
that the latter ennobling characteristic is hardly applicable to 
Atkinson^s criticism, regarding the crude novels of SL Clair 
and Me Novice; but, as we already observed, they were 
strangely popular at the time. Ko one laughed more heartily 
at their undisciplined and puerile romance than Lady Morgan 
herself, as soon as experience of the world, and ample mental 
culture, had rendered sound her thought and style. The un- 
lucky rhyme of ^'yet^^ to is a serious blemish in Mr. 
Atkinson^s lines ; but, with these deductions, we may repeat 
our opinion that their “force, beauty, and trutli/^ entitle them 
to preservation. 

Whilst you with genius, and with patriot fire 
The love of Erin in our hearts inspire, 

Combine tradition with historic loro, 

To prove her glorious deeds and worth of yore. 

Our time shall hail you champion of her cause, 

And future ages sanction our applause. 

Then let a hard (the* Fancy’s powers decay) 

This friendly tribute to your merit pay; 

For though grown old, to court the Muse unfit, 

Talents like your’s I love aud value yet. 

St. Clair” first deckt you with a laurel crown ; 

The Novice’* next bestow’d more high renown ; 

The Irish Girl” a triple wreath shall give. 

And, like our shamrock, ever-blooming live I 
A nation’s gratitude shall twine the band 
To grace your temples, and your fame expand I 
While wc with symphathising souls bewail 
The prince of Ifinmore’s pathetic tale. 

Thus while you rescue Erin’s ancient race 
From porjudice, contempt, and false disgrace, 

0 may the offspring of her present days 
Aspire to emulate the worth yon praise. 

While Education, nurs’d by Freedom’s smile. 

Spread Arts and Science thro’ this favorite isle, 

And may the genial scene your fancy paints 
Descend from Heav’n to bless the Land of Saints ! 


See p. 37, ante. 
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And as in rapture o*cr your Harp we dwell, 

Whicli you, like fair Olorvina, tune bo well ! 

And Iiear a voice like her^H that awt'ctly «ing*s» 

Warhlinj!; rcBpoiiaivo to the minstrel strinf^H-- 
And whilst wo trace in this aeconiplishM innitl 
Tlio and Hcietu^e former tilings display’d, 

II(‘r filial love, her virues so corre(‘t, 

Born to secure e.shuun and fond rcspi'ct. 

We can no longer doubt the picture true, 

For sure Olorvina lives reviv’d in you ; 

And to coinpleto the moral story told, 

May you another Mortimer behold I 

Dublin, J, AtKtmoN,. 

The success of IFUd Iriuh Girl was uhnost uuprecc- 
dt'niod. In less Hum two years it ran through seven C(litioiK% 
in Great IJritain, ami its pt*rmancnco of popularity was atteHtecl 
a few years ago, by Mr. (Jolburne reprinting it among his 
SUudani Novek and Jiomama, Wo have been nsHuriul by 
the grandson of T-zacly Morgun^B god-father, Mr. Jysaght, who 
liacl long watched her literary progress with an eye of parental 
interest and aflection, that the only book whieli William Pitt 
road in the course of that period of prostration which preceded 
liis death, was T/uj Wild Imh Girl of 8ydmy Owenson. 

The IVir author(‘ss, a )‘ear or two su'hstapient to the pul)H- 
cation of her Wild Irldi Girl, favourml tlu5 pnhli(5 with i 
detail of the circiunsianceH which led to its origin. I cameP*' 
she goes on to say, to the self-devoted task, witli a dillidtmce 
jiroporiioned to the ardour whmh instigated mo to the uttmnpt ; 
for as a wovuin^ nijoui/t/irojuan, and an Irldiwomtui, I felt all iho 
delicacy of undertaking a work whi(‘.h had for tiu*. iirofessed 
theme of its discussion, circumstunces of imlional import, and 
national interest. 

^Miut though I meant not to appear on the; list of oppOHiiion 
ns a fairy amazon, armed noth a pebble and a sling, agaiitst a 
host of gigantic prejiidicis* ; althongh to compose a national 
clofence, to ward the shaft of oppndu’inm hnrhal at the? clmrae- 
ter of my country, to extenuate the (‘lleeta or expose ilie caiiMfs 
of its popular tlisconients, was m inoompaUlde witli my sex 
and ymirs, as with my trivial laUmt, atul limited powers ; jt‘i I 
was still aware tliat iu the hmtorio page, ritcent cletjuls, and ex- 
isting circumstauces of irinli ntory, lived many a record of 
Irish virtue, Irish genius, and Irish heroism, wliich the simpli- 
city of trutli alone was sullleient to delineuie ; many a tale of 
pat lies which woman’s heart could warmest feel, and truest 
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tell, and many a trait of romantic colouring and clu\ralroua re- 
jfinemerit, which woman^s fancy fondest contemplates and best 
depicts. 

Still however in that era of life, when the faculties of the 
mind abandon themselves to the wild impulse of imagination, or 
fondly hover round the local territories of the heart, I found 
it difilcult and uninteresting to con6ne myself to a mere rela- 
tion of facts ; and in preference to a cold detail of ^ flat real- 
ities/ determined on the composition of a national novel, spun 
from those materials which the ancient and modern history, 
matiners, and habits of iny country supplied ; and while fic- 
tion wove her airy web, to draw the brightest tints of her varie- 
gated tissue from the deathless colouring of truth. 

To blend the imaginary though probable incident with the 
interesting fact, to authenticate the questioned refinement of 
ancient habits, by the testimony of living inodes, faithfully to 
delineate what I had intimately observed, and to found my 
opinions on that medium which ever vibrates between the par- 
tial delineation of national prejudice, on one side, and the exag- 
gerated details of foreign antipathy on the other; such was the 
prospectus my wishes dared to draw. If I failed in their 
accomplishment, that failure arose from the mediocrity of 
very limited talents, which I soon found were inadequate to 
realize all my heart dictated, or my hopes conceived. 

The world, however, had the indulgence to tolerate the execu- 
tionin favour ofthcmotive,andthcreceptionwithwhichit honour- 
ed The Wild Irish Girl, was such as surpassed rny most san- 
guine expectations, and stimulated me to further exertion in 
that cause, wdiicli it is impossible to examine without interest, 
or to embrace without enthusiasm. Politics can never be a 
woraai/s science; but patriotism must naturally be a wornan^s 
sentiment. It is inseparably connected with all those ties of 
tenderness which her heart is calculated to cherish, and tliougli 
the energy of the citizen may not animate her feelings to acts 
of national heroism, the fondness of the child, the mistress, the 
wife and the mother, must warm and ennoble them into senti- 
ments of national alfection. For myself, while rny heart still 
triumphs in the principle which leads me to efl’ase over the 
world's ear the 'native wood-notes wild' of my native coun- 
try, I would wish it to be believed that I have ever swept the 
strings of the Irish Harp, with the tremulous touch of con- 
scious inability ; that in humbly endeavouring to revive the 
faded shamrock, that which droops round my country's emblem, 
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I have ever brought to the grateful effort au anxious hopc^, 
rather than a sanguine expectation of success ; and that in 
touching on the grievances of the lower orders of my country- 
men, and their fatal but consequent cllccta, unswayed by iii- 
terest, unbiassed by partiality, the hope of wooing the atieniio!! 
of abler minds to a subject on vidiich my own Ims long dwelt 
with ineffectual anxiety, and unavailing regret, lias been the 
sole motive of the feoble and individual ellbris, I now humbly 
submit to the world's consideration/^ 

On T/ie Wild Irish Oirl Sir Jonah Barrington* thus blows 
bot and cold, Tliough a liction not free from some inaccu- 
racies, much inappropriate dialogue, and forced incident, it is 
impossible to peruse The Wild Irish Oirl of Jauly M,t)rgan, 
without deep interest, or to dispute its claims as a production 
of true national feeling as well as literary talent. That tale 
was the first, t and is perhaps the best ofall her novel writings. 
Compared with others, it strikingly exhibits the autlior's ftdling 
oir from the simple touches of unsophisticated nature to tiu; km 
refined conceptions of what she herself styles 'fashionahki 
society/ To persons unacquainted witli Ireland, I/w Wild 
Irish Oirl may appear an ordinary tale of romance, and fanc;y ; 
but to such as uuderatand the ancient history of that people, it 
may be cunsidcrod aa a legend/^ 

The Wild Irish Girl contained many portraits, drawn upon 
tbe spot from real life* Amongst others, was Denis liumpstm, 
the Inind Bard of Macgilligan, who died shortly afUu’ at the 
age of one hundred and ten. Uis deatli is recorded in the 
Gentleman* s Mat/azhiCi vol. Ixxvii., p, VhlVL 
Through Ijord Moira^a influence, the pcasani-poci Bcr- 
mody (whom it may bo remembered, Owenson most hiimandy 
befriended,) received in 1808 , a commission in the army* 
But Dermody became a prey to disease, and died soon 
after. Shortly before his death, ho met Sydney Owenson for 
the first time for some years ; earlv reminiscences crowded upon 
him, and aflectod him visibly. These heelings partially found 
vent in a poetical letter whioli ho sent to Miss Owenson* We 
cull an extract or two :■ — 

Studded with stars, the blue expanse of night 
Beams not a softer, a sererier light, 

Than feels my lioart, when every fibre glovrs 
With the fond eulogy thy lyre bestows ; 

* Personal Bkotehes of His Own Times, vol. ii., p. 
t T/m Wild Irish Girl was the tliird, mt the first of her novek«--Kii. 
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When first too weak to grasp the laurel hough, 

I wove a rosy chaplet for thy brow ; 

And, in its various hues, would idly trace, 

Some flowery semblance of thy charming face | 

Oft would the sweet seduction of thy smile. 

Attune my numbers, and enrich my style ; 

Whate'er of fair, or perfect I designed, 

W as merely copied from thy form and mind ; 

How oft have I beheld in rapturous trance. 

Thy graceful steps adorn the sprightly dance ; 

Or, fancy fixed th’ angelic choir among, 

Caught the mellifluous magic of thy song ; 

Come then bewitching as thou art, illume 
My glowing numbers with immortal bloom ; 

Not only on my flowing numbers shine, 

Let my bold spirit brighten with the line ; 

Hoarded with pious care within my breast. 

Oh ever let thy dear idea rest ; 

There fixed, the silent, secret object be, 

Of my poetical idolatry ; 

* # # * 

So weaning for a while from Hoav’n his ear 
And sedulous each rival theme to hear. 

Waller once more may see his Sydney’s name, 

Bevived in song, superior, and the same. 

Miss Oweiison’s labours at the period of wliich we write, 
were of the most zealous, humane, and ennobling character. 
Slie did not selfishly reserve mental exertion for the highly 
successful and remunerative volumes which yearly fell from her 
pen ; but through the medium of the public press, laboured in 
the generous cause of philanthropy and patriotism. Tothe 
Freeman^s Jomal she contributed letters frequently. One, 
dated November 2£nd, 1807, we subjoin as a specimen. ^^This 
letter, wrote the editor, ‘^regards a subject which is always wel- 
come to an Irish mind. As the reader will perceive, it bears 
the signature of a lady well known in the literary and fashionable 
world.” 

Sir— While moral suffering is most acutely felt by minds of 
educated refinement, of native and acquired sensibility, human 
nature, in every state, in every stage, is alive to the keen pang 
of physical evil; and while the most perfect corporeal health is 
frequently found united to the mind diseased, the thrill of 
pain, which quivers through the sufiering body, famishes the 
mind's repose, and blunts, or destroy, its better faculties. In 
the sad list of ills, which ^^flesh is heir to," there are few more 
acute than that which severity of weather, the jar of elements,” 
brings with it, to those whom poverty exposes to all the 
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“ penalties of Adam.” If the couch of down, tho carpet’s velvcl, 
the liearth’s genial glow, the window’s folded (Irni)ory, and all 
those comforts which luxury devises, and o[>ul(ince bestows, 
cannot soften to tho startled oar the tempest’s blast, the thunder a 
j.q 11 — cainiot shield froin the dolicuio frainc ilie Hudden chill t)f 
piercing forst ; — ifa transient absence from (he luxurious drawing- 
room, (iho^ but to step to a scarce less luxurious earriage)cou- 
goals every limb ; what must be their suHering^s (or whom no 
ray of hope beams; who, amidst the horrors of shipwreo-k, meet 
the most dreadful of deaths ; or perishing with coltl and want on 
laud, meet a more tedious and scarce less pitiable destiny. 

Along the snow-dcop and half deserted streets, liehold tlio 
shivering mother, urged by the keenest necessity a mother a 
heart can fed, faintly appealing to the charity of the low who 
pass her, for a trifle to purchase a scanty portion of fuel for tho 
little wretches, who in some loathsome corner [lino lor her return. 
Behold tho noxious retreat of poverty — tho miseraido garret- 
its damp \valls“it3 desolated air"-*iiH shattered vvindows, (but 
ill fitted to resist tho kceu blast, or drifting snow) in its remotest 
part half covered by a tattered blanket the sickly, <h‘cayed 
tradesman— the tender fathcrvainly endeavours to communicate 
to bis clinging ollspring that (tomfort and that warmtii, he Iuih 
long ceased himself to fed, — (Jlanee into tlui ivards oi tflicDcbltua’ 
Priaon —unbar the door of the untried ddiiuiiuml’w dungeon ; 
even there the horrors of impriH<)nmcut are Hliarpened by (ho 
season’s severities j— these are no huicy pictures in tliis city-—" 
they are, at this moment, too sadly mdiml It is unnecessary to 
say more, for when did misery raise lu;r fainting voice ami (imi 
tho Irish heart dead to her supidumt accents P A« tlu^ season 
seems to set in with a rigour ** not porlentou.s of its end, %umu 
effort of public bcuevolcnce might be opposed to ilm evils of tho 
existing moment, or some plan suggested to obviate thesulleriiigs 
of a future day. The purchase and distribution f>f hud, aft<^r 
tho maimer adopted in tho Houp-kitclions some years ba(’k,mh;ht, 
perhaps, be found ad(*c|uuic to the removal of tho duel distress 
the poor and indigent arc likely to sustaiui^ or some bt^Uer plan 
may bo suggoatod by tho actively bonevohmt, more tdlhatcitms 
in Its tendency, That we always succetal when wo wisli to do 
good/^ is an axiom advanced by a cclobrated Ih’oneh philosopher, 
and to which every good heart will bring tlio itvstimony oi its 
own experience. In tho present instance, tlutrtifore, while the 
pnacipleof national benovolonco lives so warmly in twery Irisli 
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heart, the means of its successful exertion cannot long remain 
an object of speculation to Irish minds. 

Nov, 22, 1807. Sydney Owenson, 

The year of her birth,” said of April 16th, ^^she 

would never tell.” More than one anecdote might be told to shew 
Lady Morgan^s wish to clip from seventeen to twenty years off 
her actual age. In 1855, Mr. William J. Fitzpatrick sent to 
Lady Morgan the old newspaper which contained the above 
omiuently creditable letter, justly believing that after the lapse 
of half a century, it would interest the veteran authoress to see 
it again. We transcribe her acknowledgment, because it 
exhibits the peculiarity alluded to, and, in the next place, 
records an early clfort of her pen, little, if at all, known. 

Lady Morgan presents Mr. Fitzpatrick her compliments, 
and lest thanks for the enclosure of her earljj — ( very early !) 
scrap of authorship, w^ritten when she but ‘‘ lieped in nmnheny 
She has no recollection of the letter he has sent her, but she 
remembers writing something of the same kind on behalf of 
the liiile sweeps of Dublin^ in her thirteenth year, which obtained 
notice from her friend The Freemanf % * 

The specimen of her autograph, which Mr. F. desires is 
INCLUDED in this illegible note, written with half-closed eyes I 
55, N. William-st., Albert Gale, Hyde Park, 

November 3rd, 1855.” 

In 1807, appeared ^H^atriotic Sketches, written in Con- 
naught by Miss Owenson.’^ Let us trace her movements from 
this book. 

^‘1 left Dublin in the autumn of 1806,” she tells us, “with 
the intention of rambling through such scenes in the north- 
west of Connaught as I had not yet visited i and it was here 
my little journey began to receive its first decided character of 
interest ; it was here that the impression made on my imagination 
insensibly communicated to memory the first of those rough 
sketches which, divested of the delicate pencil, touch i\\^pentimenti 
(to UsSe a technical phrase) of studied art, and practised judgment. I 
have copied with the same rude simplicity with which they 
were drawn in the moment of passing observation, as the heart 
was touched by objects of moral interest, or the fancy awakened 
by scenes of natural beauty. I had watched the last beam of 
the setting sun stealing his faded splendours from the last of 
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tliose lakes wliich procede tlie ontrance of the cavcrri-j)alh^ 
and the broken and irregular masses of rock which arose pyra- 
midically on either side, partially caught the rctreatitig glow 
of the horizon, and displayed the greatest variety of light lutd 
shadow, till gradually opening, a rich and expansive prospect 
broke on the eye: the lakes and fairy land of llazle-wood, 
tlic bold attitude of Benbubin, the beetling brow of Knock- 
na-beo, the Oceania gleaming line, connningling with the hori- 
zon, and the town of Sligo spreading irregularly along the base 
of a lofty hill, crowned with meadows, and successively bc'.irayed 
by the expanding view ; till the softening influence of twilight 
mellowed every otitlino into air, and dissolved every objcjct into 
one rnikl and indistinct hue/^ 

Many additional i)ageH are devoted to Sligo. Thai tendency 
to r(‘gard, ever after, with ati undue importaime, locjalities first 
known, and revered in childhood, is traceable iti Mias Owen- 
son^a remarks. It is absurd to compare Sligo in any one 
particular to Babylon or Thebes ^ and yet, the first cltapior of her 
PatrioUo Shtekes contains such compuriaons. Notwithstanding 
this puerility, however, there are mauy remarkably sountf 
political suggestions, and numberlcsa truly beautiful pictures of 
local scenery in tluj book— * marred here and iliere pt^rliaps by a 
fewtinges of sectarian prejudices, which Sy<huy had imbibed from 
ilm essentially Puritanic atmosphere with which her infancy 
was surrounded. 

*^Tho ruins of Sligo Abbey she writes, ** though wildly ir- 
regular, are noblcj in decay. The arched ontrance to tlie 
chaped, lofty and unimj^aired, is still enricluul with foliage, and 
that delicacy of ornament which forms so striking a cotiirast 
amidst the sombre heaviness of Gothic architecture. A stone 
gallery still surrounds the nave of the chapel Tim delicate 
pro})ortions and construction of the eastern wiiulow, still in 
good pres<‘rvaiion, arc ornamtmted with Gothic arclies and 
curiems tractay; the tower, elevated ami cunspiemms, has 
sustained no injury except in a partial dilapidation of its bat- 
tlements ; and three sides of the cloisters that once formed a 
large square, are still supported by a range of small fluted piU 
lars, enriched with a variety of devices of the moat minute 
workmanship, and crowned with an arched roof. Tliesc ihitcr- 
eating ruins spread along an inclined plane, bathed by the river 
Qitlcy, wliioh guides the eye (in its meandering course) to the 
delicious scenery of 1 lazlcwood, and lusca itself amidst those 
clmrmlng lakes which reflect on their expansive bosoms the 
most romantic shores and boldest mountains ; while on the 
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other side of the river swells a range of pasturage hills, a dis- 
tant view of the ocean is partially caught, and a chain of lofty 
mountains forms the bas-relief to the animated picture. 

Abstracted devotion or monkish luxury could never have 
found a site more appropriate to holy meditation, and more 
conducive to laic enjoyment ; and the vale of Euzras, which 
sheltered in its bosom the celebrated abbey of Llanthoni, 
boasts less of natural charm, in the animated description of 
Giraldus Cambrensis, than the scenery which once surrounded 
the abbey of Sligo must have possessed, when the luxuriance 
of unhewn woods spread their shade over its romantic hills, 
and the intrusion of an ill built town, neithefr obscured nor de- 
formed its extensive and varying prospect. 

" Disposed by a certain tone of mind to behold with a touch- 
ing interest, a scene never to be viewed with indifference, while 
a pre-existing train of ideas were refreshed and associated by 
the corresponding impressions which my senses received from 
every object around me, I sat down on the tomb of the royal 
O^Connor, and plucked the weed or blew away the thistle 
that waved there its lonely head/ The sun was setting in 
gloomy splendour, and the lofty angles of the abbey-tower 
alone caught the reflection of his dying beams, from the sum- 
mits of the mountains where they still lingered : the horizon 
betrayed a beautiful gradation of tint, which insensibly softened 
into the reserved colouring of twilight, while broken hues, and 
irregular masses of light and shadow, flung through the pillars 
of the cloisters, or from the high-arched portals of the chapel, 
harmonized the general outline of the ruins, and shed around 
such aerial and indistinct forms, as fancy woos to aid the vis- 
ion of her wildest dream. Nor did she now refuse to * give to 
airy nothing a local habitation and a name.^ Along each moul- 
dering aisle, and gloomy cloister, her creative eye still pursued 
the close-cowled monk ; the haughty abbot, pacing in all the 
solemn pomp of holy meditation the damp and checquered 
pavement ; or caught the pious chieftain's warrior-form, as he 
made hia sumptuous offering at the altar's foot, followed by 
the credulous and penitential crowd which the artful policy of 
John bad lured thither, to expiate the past, and purchase the 
remission of future sins.* 

Such scenes arc never to be visited with that interest which 


Roman Catholic Ecclesiastical writers support that there has 
never been any such monstrous principle maintained or advanced in 
their Canon Law. — Ed. 
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pficulinrly belongs lo them, in the broad glare of day’s meri* 
dian splendour, since rnucli of their pietnresque eilect is pro- 
duced by the solemn stillness of the twiliglit hour, when the 
faintest breeze wastes not its sigh upon a 'desert air;’ and 
when the dim discoloured light sheds a mystic hue on every 
objoet, and peoples the gloomy space with wild and fancied 
forms. The simplieity of reason, and tho purity of truth, 
thou'di they afford tho clearest ovidimeo to tho mind, and sub- 
lime while they enlighten, chmy to fancy that image so dear to 
lier illusory desires j the .simple conviction of an abstract faith 
gives no pieturescjue forms to her wondering gaz(', affords no 
mysteries to her unliocmsod wishes. A sensible persmiilicd ro- 
iigion is the creed she clings to, where the senses are tho me- 
dium of belief, and eredulity reposes on tlu; enjoyments of im- 
agination. 'I'liua the faith of uHocrate.s was tho faith of a philoso- 
pher, hut tho mythology of Homer was the religion of a poet. 

“ While my eye now rested on those objects that formed a 
festival to my faiuiy, which revelled in a train of visionary ideas 
full of po(!tical interest, my mind insensibly recurred to those 
events and circumstances in tho religious and political history 
of my country, from whence these objects stole their interest ; 
and tracing the sacred footsteps of Uhristianity, from the mo- 
ment of its admission into Iredand, to tho period of its existing 
inlhienee, 1 sighed to relksd. that those mild tenets by which 
it prejiehed ' peace aiul good-will to all men, were still opposed 
by the cold contracted dogmas of intolerance, tlinging its 
gloomy shadow on ndigion’a cheering rays, like tho noxious 
vapour, which, rising from the corruption of tho earth, meets 
and ob.scure.s the beam whose radiauco comes from I leaven. 

We catch more than one glimpse of tho workings of Sydney 
Owcnsoti’s Immauo and sensilivo heart. , . , » „ , 

“ When tho strained eye. of sorrowing nflection has followed 
the father and the husband, even till fancy gives what distance 
8nutclu.\s from iia viow^ ilio oiothor cIo^ch llio door of lujr deno- 
lato cabin ; and whoa (ns is generally ilm cuho) her iamily are 
too helpless to relimiui.sh her maternal cares and enable her to 
work, followed by her little children, and frecuumtly by an aged 
parent, beggary is embraced as the only alternative lo want luid 
famine.* Sometimes with an infant on her back, and another 
in her anna, (while the ablest of her little train is always 


• I this day ovortook a mendicant group who wore with difficulty 
creeping on before tnc : tho mother^ a dcUcato-looking woniunj had 
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diarged vviiii ih(‘. tin vcvssol Avhicli carries the sour milk sup» 
plied hj charity, ami another infant wanderer sustains the 
weight of the blanket which constitutes the only covering 
thrown over them at night), she commences her sad and soli- 
tary wanderings. How frccpicntly, and in what opposite sea- 
sons, have I beheld these helpless and wretched groups strag- 
gling along the high roads, or reposing their wearied limbs 
beneath the slielter of a ditch ! 1 have seen the feet of the 
heavily-laden motlicr totter through winter snows beneath her 
tender burtlien: while the frost bitten limbs of her infant compan- 
ions drew tears to their eyes, which in the happy thoughtless- 
ness of childhood had never been shed to the unconscious misery 
of their situation, had not bodily pain taught them to flow. 
I have met them wandering over those heaths, which afforded 
no shelter to their aching brows, amidst the meridian ardours 
of a summer^s day ; wlicn violent heat and insupportable 
fatigue, rendered the stream they stopped to drink a luxury the 
most exquisite, I have met them at the door of magisterial 
power, and seen them spurned from its tlireshold by him who 
sliould have redressed their grievances or relieved their wants ; 
and I have seen them cheerfully received into the cabin of an 
e((ually humble, but more fortunate compatriot, where their 
wants were a recommendation to bonovolence, and their num- 
ber no check to its exertion, .k^or never yet was the door of an 
Irish cabin closed against the suppliant who appealed to the 
humanity of ils owacr.'^* 

The following Dialogue, further showing the generous and 
practical interest which Miss Owonson took in her humbler 
fellow-countrymen, appears in the Ninth Sketch — ^^Are you 
laying in your winter's lire P" — No, young lady, I am cutting 
this turf fbr his honour." 

a child on her back, another inflmt in a deep decay hung on the shoul- 
der of a girl of twelve years old, and two more little ones followed. 

I asked the woman, what profession her husband was of : she said, 
he was a slave f for it is by this term that the labouring peasantry 
of Ireland invariably dosignato themselves. The woman looked ill: 
i inquired the causi;. She replied that in those cabins where they 
gave her a lodging for God's sake,'* she had for some nights back 
Iain on wot straw, the rain which had continued for some days hav- 
ing ponotrated through the roof of her lodging. 

As soon as a mendicant group approaches their door, it receives the 
accustomed kead-raille-a faltha ; the circle round the fire is enlarged,- 
a fresh supply of potatoes brought forward ; and shelter for the 
night, and clean straw to repose on, voluntarily offered, 
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" Wliat isyourliini by the tlay ? ” — “ yix|K!ii«i one half, and 
Ihrcopciicc tlio other liall' of tlw year."* 

“ Have you a family?” — “1 liavo a wife and six (iliildroii.” 

“Thou of course you must have some ground for their 
niaintonancc ? ” — “ Oh ! yes, two aerca at £5 an acre ; but 
what with the tytho proctor, the priest’s dues l)c'ing raised, and 
the weaver having doubled his prices, that day goes by well 
enough, when wo can afford a drop of milk to moisten the 
jiotatoos for the young ones.” 

" He paused for a moment, cast his eyes to heaven, shook his 
head expressively, and then abruptly applied himself to his 
labour with an effort of overstrained exortu)n, that seemed to 
derive its energy from feelings that dewed his rough cheek 
with tears, flowing from the sad heart of the father and tlio 
husband.” 

Traces of cotisidorablo erudition and reading spangle tlie 
pages of these sketches. It k indeed quite surprising how 
the youthful mind of Miss Owensou could have acquired so 
intimate a 'familiarity with such miscellaneous literature as 
Giraldua Cambrensis, Lord Verulain, Ware, liarria, Ikrke, 
Valancey, Voltaire, Ilelvetius, Morlesquicm, Sir M. Coke., 
(’handler. Walker, and Young. And yet, every otluir [lago 
contains references to the writings of these authors. Of foot 
notes we have what many readers would be iiielined to regard 
as more than enough. Every “ Sketch” abounds with them ; 
and it would seem that the fair author had yet to learn that 
such illustrations, except when unavoidable, completely break 
the flowing beauty, and encumber the sense of literary com- 
position. The reader, in the midst of the most Ijeautiful 
details, is suddenly hurled to the bottom of Iho page by 
a falling star. Tho matter thus unartistically obtruded by 
Miss Owenson, might easily have been embodied with, good 
effect, in the text. The eye compelled perpetually to desert 
tlic page for an extraneous foot-note, and then to rise again 
unrclreshed, becomes after a while excessively fatigued ; but 
these and other imperfections to which we have alluded, were 
all corrected by Lady Morgan, when experience and rofiding had 
matured her judgment. 


* I have been assured, however, that sixpenco a day, throughout 
the year, is in general tho average hire in most parts ol' Ooutiauglit. 
Many persons still living remember it so low -m foiirpeiuH'. ’ 
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But even at (lie present early e])ocli of lier life, Sydney 
Dwenson possessed peculiar and considerable intellectual power. 
Among other qualities rarely enjoyed by the softer sex, she 
exercised a singular facility in analytically drawing from present 
political premises, strikingly accurate political conclusions. 
Tithes, wliich more than twenty years afterwards excited so 
powerful a sensation as the monster grievance of Ireland, re- 
ceived their first blow in ibis unpretending volume of Miss 
Owenson^s. Tlic views expressed, and the language which 
clothes them, are sound, eloquent, and vigorous. In her Kinih 
Sketcli, Miss Owenson, ^Svith a lady’s hand and a lion's 
heart/' probes to the bottom, like an experienced surgeon, the 
festering germ of disturbance which then agitated Connaught, 
under the auspices of the Thrashers/' Suflioe it to say that 
they sprang from the same cause which nearly -thirty years 
after ensanguined the plains of Qortroo; Carrickshock, Dun* 
manway, Castlepollard, and Newtownbarry. But as this subject 
has been since tolerably well exhausted, and is not, in truth, a 
very inviting one, we prefer to follow Sydney Owenson on some 
of her Ooiuianght excursions in search of the picturesque. 

The Eleventh Sketch opens with an account of the traditions 
of Tyreragh and Tyrawlcy, and an eloquent allusion to her 
kinsman and friend, Sir Malby Crofton, '' My heart had long 
owed a pilgrimage to this remote and little known barony," 
she writes, for it was the residence of the dear and respected 
friend for whom that heart had long throbbed with an invari- 
able pulse of gratitude, tenderness and affection." Eurthcr on 
she adds : — 

L * house, t the ancient family-seat of Sir M ^ * 
(j # # #11^ Bart., was the goal of my little journey, and I 
reached its venerable avenue at a season of the day peculiarly 
favourable to the soft ddaro-omum of picturesque beauty : with 
the old gloomy avenue of an ancient mansion-seat, there is, 1 
think, invariably connected a certain sentiment which bears the 
heart back to ^ other times, ^ and awakens it to an emotion of 
tender reverence, and melancholy pleasure. For myself, I have 
never walked beneath its interwoven branches uninfluenced by 
a certain feeling, in which memory's pensive spell mingled with 
tlie speculations of awakened fancy. 


t JLongford Ifouso — Oolooney, Co. Sligo. This baronetcy is not 
to bo oonfouiulot! with that of Sir Morgan Orofton of Mohill House. 
Heitrim.-^Eu. 
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“ The lands and demesne of L * * * lie almost along the 
shores of the Atlaniic ocean, and immediately beneath the 
shelter of Knoekachree, from whose rugged base swells the 
lesser chain of the Os-mountains, whose sides were once 
covered with luxuriant woods, and from whose towering sum- 
mit rush innumerable torrents, which lessening into streams 
in their deep descent, water the plains beneath, and flow into 
the ocean. The shores on the other side of the bay are roman- 
tic and striking; the beautiful peninsula of Tandsago inter- 
venes its cultivated landscapes, and most happily breaks the 
view, while the rude dashing of the waves against the bar, 
lends an effective sound ; and'the back scenery afforded by the 
mountains, wears a character of wildness and sublimity, which 
finishes a picture that betrays no deficiency but from that want 
under which it labours in common with the rest of the country, 
the want of plantation. 

“ Of the old castle of L * * * nothing now remains but a 
few fragments that mark its site, and are strewed amidst the 
vegetatif-ii which covers a cave, the probable asylum of many 
an unhappy fugitive iu days of civil horror, or reh'gious perse- 
cution. JiTear the spot where the castle once frowned, moul- 
ders the ruin of a small building, whose dilapidated portal still 
bears a Spanish inscription, intimating that it was the ‘'retreat 
of a priest." 

Miss Owenson’s tastes and tendencies were singularly and 
essentially Celtic. She regretted among other refined national 
grievances, that the harpers, the original composers and 
depositories of the music of Ireland, should have ceased to 
be cherished and retained by its nobility and gentry. Sber 
sorrowed to see that the warm ardent spirit of national enthu- 
siasm, which had hung delighted on the song of national 
melody, to which many an associated idea, many an endeared 
feeling, lent their superadded charm, should have faded into 
apathy, and that neither the native strain, nor the native 
sentiment which gave it soul, touched any longer on the spring 
of national sensibility, or awakened the dormant energy of 
national taste. 

Miss Owenson now appeared as a dramatic writer, and con- 
sidering her father’s theatrical passion and antecedents, it is 
almost "surprising that she who possessed so much hereditary 
taste and talent, had not before tried her hand at a play. 
In the Bublin Evening Post of February 28tb, 1B07, we 
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read— "Miss Owcnsou's opera is in a forward 

and will sliortly appear before tlio piddic. Mr- ^ 

Las on so many former occasions contributed to Um piibhe cii- 
tertaiiuncnt, Ims liartnonised tlio music of our bur counlry-wo- 
mmi." The same journal on Thursday, March 51 h rera.rds 
“Last night Miss Oweuson’s opera was perlonued (or the (irst 
time to a most brilliant and crowded audioiiai, and receive! 
the greatest applause. Mr. Owensoii made his imst appear- 
ance these nine years, and met with a most il;itteriiigTO'('])tion. 
The Cormpondent, an inllneidial journal edited by (sninscllor 
Townshend, observes on March I4th— " It is no small eom- 
plimeiittothe talents of our country woinim Miss Oweason, 
and to the general estimation in which she is held that so uis- 
linguisliod a murk of favour slionld have been bostowed on her, 
as the personal attention of the Viceroy at the J hcatre, on the 
night whoa the profits were devoted to her as tlic aidhor ot 
The First Attempt, and tlin ilattoring eneoiirgoment which liis 
Excellency has given to the native talent of tins kmg; ;’"' 
leas honourable in so distinguished u pevsimuge. 1 lie Vice- 
roy alluded to was John, Duke of Bedford. Her Excellency 



ing, bj the downfall of the Porthuid adioinu^iralum, and the 
removal of their Excollcucios from Xroland* M bn Owcnft«ou, as 
events afterwards turned out^ saw no reason to ct)ntinue that 
feeling of regret, with which she had been filled by the depar- 
ture of her noble and iriJluonlkl patrons# Thc^ Duko of Ih?(l- 
ford was succeeded by the convivial (yharlcs, fourth ])uke of 
Eichinondj who not only showed Sydney Owenaon every ordinary 
mark of courtesy and patronage, but w*ent so far as to knight 
her husband ana brother-in-law# 


• Tom Cooko was a rare imiHical goniiiB. Burn at Dublin in 17BI, 
he was appointed at tho ago of fifteen, loader of the band in the I hcfa# 
tre Eoyal, Orow-stroot. Colo, the theatrical critic td the htF^amuiCu 
JbarnaZ in 1802, alluding to Oooko and his brother who performed in 
the orchestra, said; “ NoLwitbsUudinf.^ there are two Oooke?i, wo 
cannot say that they spoil the hnuli 1" Dor several yearii afterwardii 
the paper wont by the dorisivo sobri<pict of KiUmU-stf^ JmirmL 
Notwithstanding bii^ tlioroujrh ^Mlibornianifinf* of gesture andHtyhs 
Oooko became an immense favorite in England# 
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From the hoar that little Sydney received the gracious 
tions of their Graces the Duke and Duchess of Bedford^ she rose 
like a rocket in the estimation of the starched elite of Irelami 
By the fashionable world, her society was courted with avidity ; 
by the populace she was idolized. The Freeman ^ b Journal of 
November 6th, 1807, observes — 

may justly be said that this young lady is one of the 
greatest ornanaents our country could ever boast of. She moves 
ill the very highest circles, courted and admired, as well for 
her unrivalled talents, as her elegant and unaflectccl manners* 
She is realizing, we hear, a noble independence, by the exertion 
of her own cultivated and highly expanded mind, while places 
uiid pensions are bestowed on ^ foul-mouthed railers^ — •ene- 
mies to the peace, the genius, and the virtues of our country.^^ 
Patriotic Sketches of Ireland^ was followed by the Lay of an 
Irish Harp, and Metrical Fray^nents, which contained many 
beautiful gushes of poetic thought and imagery. We have not 
got a copy of this book upon our table ; but if wc remember 
rightly it contained lines to the following effect, which not only 
afford a specimen of the contents, but furnislies some insight into 
the character and idiosyncracies of the fair writer. 

Too ardent to be constant long* 

If love’s wild rose 1 haply gathered, 

I scarcely breathed its fragrant bloom, 

When love’s wild rose grow pal© and withered.^ 

And yet hadst thou still been that lover, 

That all, I hoped to find in thee, 

1 ne’er had turned a careless rover, 

I ne’or had been thus idly free. 

But o’er my life in fondness dyings 
No sigh of lovo o’er breathed its soul, 

Until some heart more fondly sighing, 

My sigh into existence stole. 

And if some tender pangs I cherished, 

From thee J caught the pleasing anguish, 

But when with thee, those sweet pangs perished, 

I felt them in my bosom languish. 


* If the instability which sometimes (perhaps too often) accom- 
panies an ardent and even a tender nature, could admit of excuse, 
it might find it in the elegant sophistry of Marivaux, Les ames 
tondres et delicat, (says he) out involontairo le defaut, dc se rolachor 
dans leur tendrosse, quand ils out obtcnutoutlo votro. I/envio on 
vous plaisant leur fournit des graces infiuies, qui sent delicieux pour 
dies, mais desquelles ontplat les voila dccouvcrts!” 
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Tlio avidity with which Miss Oweuaon’s society was now 
courted ami secured, made considerable inroads ou that leisure 
which hail previously been employed to such admirahh^ liternry 
elfect, and pecuniary advantage. the next two years no work 
from her pen appeaued. At length in ISOI), Wommij or Ida of 
Aihm^ a romance in four volumes, was published, containiug 
many highly attractive descriptions of scenery, and individiud 
portraitures, with several situations possessing much romantic 
interest, and pi(*,tur<;s(juo beauty, but not altogether free from 
the occasit)nal blemishes of taste which marked the earlier writ* 
ings of Miss Owenson. Ida o/AUemixtoncQ became a favorite 
altliough some of tlic leading reviews did their best to damn 
it. But this inllucntial antagonism was perliaps the best attes- 
tation of the importance of the book. Kven the lordly Byron 
condescendeil to go out of his way for the purpose of reading 
a lecture to Miss Ow(?nsoa on the subject of her Athenian 
heroine. The passage to which we allude may be found in 
one of the notes to 0/dkk Harold Ida of Jthm attaiiUHl 
much epluuncral i)(>))ularity, but the impression whichariy rea- 
der who now opens it will probably retain is, that Lady Morgan 
is never so successful as when on Irish ground. 

Such was the popularity of Miss Oweuson at this period, 
that the lower orders of licr countrymen looked upon her talents 
as of a very inllucntial kind. ** A poor fellow, a letter-oarrior,’^ 
wriicsono who knew our authoress well, of good general cha- 
racter, the father of a large family, was induced, in a moment 
of extreme distress, to open a letter committed to his charge, 
and to possess himself of a small sum of money, with the inten- 
tion of restoring it in a few days to tlie owner. Bor this offence 
he was condemned to die. In the court in which ha was tried, 
a scene of tlie deepc^st distress was exhibited by the presence 
and anguish of his aged father, his wife, and her helpless in- 
fants ; but the crime was one of tiiose whioli society never par- 
dons. In^ mdi (Uises Cupidity and Appreliension are alike 
interested in striking terror, and Mercy and Hope must be silent 
at their bidding. Brom ttie gloom of the condemned cell this 
unfortunate criminal, hke the drowning wretch who grasps at 
a straw, appoalcHl to tlm imaginary influence of a popular writer; 
and the claim was irresistible to one whoso domestic affections 
were the mainspriugji of lusr being. 

On tlie rcHUiipi of Ids letter NILs Owonson addressed her- 
taidf til the diflcrciii barristers of her acquaintance ; but tlio 
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reply she received was uiiifortii. TIio crime was uiipanloiuihlcj^ 
the laiaix^s fate was sealed, aud iutci’lcrcnco could only expose 
her to mortification and defeat. Uninliinidaied by ^ these 
dispiiiting reports, she applied directly to Baron biuiili, 
the presiding judge on the trial ; and that atuiublc indi- 
vidual, rejoicing to have so good a pretext lor tcin poring 
the rigour of justice, directed her to the foreman of the jury,, 
with the promise, that il a rccoinineiulation to mercy could 
bo procured from them, ho would, in consecinencc of the 
conviction resting on circumstantial evidence, buck it with his 
sanction. Miss Owensou saw the foreman of the jury, induced 
him to assemble the jurymen, and to sign the reconunendation. 
She then drew up a memorial to the Duke ol Jlichmond, the 
lioad of the Irish government ; and, in one word, procured a 
commutation of the sentence to perpetual transportation. It 
is pleasurable to add, that on arriving at New South Wales, 
the reprieved man became an industrious and honest member 
of society ; and supports his family in independence and com- 
fort. A circumstance not dissimilar in its event, and oven more 
romantic in the details, occurred to tlm immortal »Ienncr, wdio 
was the means of saving a youth taken prisoner under Miranda, 
and coiidemncd to certain death under the horrible form of 
perpetual slavery on the military works of a Spanish American 
fortress. The recollection of such anc(Hlotes is a source of the 
purest satisfaction. They tend to raise the literary character ; 
they do honour to human nature, ami tlioy relieve the dark 
shade which almost uniformly obaciiros the political history of 
the species.” 

We now approach the must important period in the domoa- 
tic life of Miss Owcnsoii. Mr. 0. T. Morgan was a surgeon 
and general medical practitioner in an Bngliah provincial town* 
The late Marcpiis of Abcrcorn in passing through it, cu rank 
for Tyrone, from his Scottish scat, DudingsLont^ .House, Bcliib 
burgh, met with an accident which threatened dang(a-ous re- 
sults, and Surgeon Morgan was sent for* The Doctor vvas 
promptly in attendance, and for more than a week he remain- 
ed night and day beside the noble patient^ s couch. Under 
the skilful treatment of Mr. Morgan, the Mur(iuis at length 
became rapidly convalescent, ilo felt siuceredy grateful to 
the young physician for his assiduous and cflicicnt <ittention : 
and invited him on a visit to his Irish scat at Baron's ('ourt, 
County of Tyrone, where the Marchioness was about to organ- 
ize some s])lcndid/c^c’*y Chaiiqwke, The invitalioti was aiuicipted* 
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Tho Marchioness of Abercorn had a select circle of guests oii a 
visit at the liouse, and amongst the number Miss Owenson. 
Mr. Morgan was a widower, but more literary and ronumtic 
and javcuile than the generality of widowers : a congeniality 
of tastes brought him and the young authoress into frequent 
conversation, l^imc passed swiftly and gaily, but in the midst 
of this festivity and frolic a letter arrived, announcing the dan- 
gerous illness of llobert Owenson, and summoning his daughter 
Sydney to Dublin. With weeping eyes, and a aching heart — 
but not on Mh)rgan^s account — she bade the young widower, 
a hurried adieu. Ow’cnson made a short rally and survived 
until May 1812, Surgeon Morgan, in the mean time, with 
a smitten heart followed Miss Syihicy Owenson, to Dublin; 
and persecuted her with declarations of the love which filled 
him to distraction. The popular Duke of Richmond invited 
ilio authoress and Mr. Morgan, to one of the private balls at 
the Viceregal (Jourt. II is Excellency, in the course of a loung- 
ing conversation witli Miss Owenson, playfully alluded to the 
matrimonial report which had begun to be bruited about, and 
expressed a ho})e to have the pleasure, at no distant day, of 
congratulating lier on her marriage. ''The rumour respecting 
Mr. .Morgan’s demuammU^^^ she replied, ‘^may or may not bo 
trucs but tlvis 1 can at least with all candour and sincerity 
assure your grace, that I shall remain to the last day of my 
life in single blesacdnosH, unless some more tempting induce- 
ment tlian the mere change from Miss Owenson, to Mistress 
Morgan be oilered me/' The hint was taken and Cliarles 
Lennox, Duke of Riclunond, in virtue of the powers of his office, 
knighted Burgeon Morgan upon tho spot. 

Leaving her father in improved health, Miss Owenson ac- 
cepted tho renewed invitalion of the Marchioness of Abercorn, 
(who was the accomplished daughter of tlic Earl of Wicklow,) 
and returned to Daroifs Court. In the GenUeman's Maga- 
zim^ of th(5 day wm read. January 20th 1812, at Baron’s 
Court, Tyrone/ Sir 0. T. Morgan, of London, to Sidney, eldest 
daughter of the veteran Irish comedian Owenson, and author 
of *Hhe Wild Irish Girl/' and Woman, or Ida of Athens/' 

Tlionuia Charles Mi)rgan was the only son of Mr. John 
Morgan of Clmrlotte street, Bloomsbury, who observing great 
intellectual promise in his son, spared no expense in procuring 

* (kmileman’s Magazine, vol. LXXXII, i. 87. 
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for him the benefits of a first class education. He first studied 
at Eton and the Charter House; at the age of eigliteen ho 
entered St. Peter’s College, Cambridge, distinguished himself 
as a Greek scholar and a metaphysician, gnuluatcd as a Bachelor 
of Medicine in 1804), and obtained a medical deploma in 1809. 
Sir Thomas Charles Morgan, married first the daughter of 
William Hammond of Queen's Square, or according to another 
authority, of Chapnies, Herts, and by this lady ho had one 
child, a daughter. 

The pleasure which filled Uobert Owonsou at this desirable 
and as subsequent circumstances proved, an essentially l^appy 
alliance, was of sadly short duration* In the Freeman^^ Jour- 
nal oi May 28, 1812, we find the following interesting obituary 
details* We are inclined to think that if not absolutely writ- 
ten by either Lady Morgan or her sister Lady Clarke, tlioy at 
least furnislied the materials. 

'' Died, in Great George's street, llutlaiuLsquare, llobert 
Owenson, Esq* aged 08. This gentleman was a native of 
Connaught, and related to some of the first families in that 
Province. He was the host Irish scholar of his day, and 
may perhaps say the last true Irish Musiami. The revival of 
Irish Music within these last tkiflij years was (mtireljj owing to 
his eosertionsy and his exquisite mode of singing his ilative airs, 
with their original words both in public ami private, Mr* 
Owenson, who might have been called the Eathcr of the Stage, 
early indulged his passion for the Dramatic life, and carnc out 
under the auspices of Mr. Oarricky to whom ho was prestmied 
by his countryman and near relative, the cclcbraiod J)r. Gold 
Having married an English lady of good connexions, 
he returned to Ireland, and became joint [)roi)ri(it()r and Act- 
ing Manager successively of the Theatres lloyal, and City 
Theatre, Dublin, and of the Londonderry and Kilkenny Tliea« 
tres, the last of which he built at a considerable expcnce. Mr. 
Owenson had retired from his profession for some years befort^ 
his death, but his exquisite, his unrivalled representation of Irish 
character stilUivesin the memory of many. When M,r. (hun- 
berland saw him in his own Major O’Plaliorty, he said ^ Im had 


* Owenson was a neat relation of Ooldsmitli, anti m said to have 
had the honour at an early period of his fife, of heing introdut'od hy 
him into the most eminent dramatio and literary socKsty of tlie 
Women of the Time, 18£»G. — Ei>. 
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bcyoiul m\y oilier person realised his idea of a Juie Iiusn 
Gentleman! Tn his loss advanced days he was not more popu- 
lar in public life than sought after in the lirst circles of private 
society. His liberal educatioiL singularly gentleman-like de- 
portment^ polished manners, and exquisite humour, rendered him 
a welcome guest at the first tables. He is author of some of 
the best Irish Songs extant. Lfe played with taste and skill 
on several instruments, and was the laetmrvivmg of the 

two celebrated English Composers JDocton Arm and Worgan, 
He was passionately fond of literature, and was well known 
as the protector of the unfortunate Thomas Bermody^ and many 
other young Irishmen of more talents than prudence. His con- 
duct as a father (having early lost liia wife), went far beyond 
the common lino of parental duty and tenderness — his public 
life considered, it wa% unexamjdcdP 
The Freeman e Journal adds ; Since the above had been pre- 
pared for publication the following favour had been left in our 
Letter Box. Wc can have no objection to add it as a flatter- 
ing justification of what has been already said of the merits of 
Mr. Owensou : — 

** Alas I poor Yorick I 1 knew him welb Horatio.” 

We miglit quote the whole of this beautiful passage from 
Sliakspcaro, as illustrative of the merits and talents of the 
gentleman in question, wlio has lately paid the debt to nature, 
and whose public and private character deserves our greatest 
oulogiuim 

Wc may say in honour of our country, that ho was a true 
born Irishman, with all its native honour and goodness of heart. 
On the stage, wdmre he was many years an excellent comic 
performer, none surpassed him in the Milesian walk, and the 
house often resounded with encore for the repetition of his 
songs, which always set the audience in a roar. His last 
appearance in tlie Drama (after many years of retirement) was in 
a Musical Piece called, The Whim (f the Moment— by 
his daughter Miss Owenson, now Lady Morgan, in which he 
performed an Irish Character, and to which Mr. Atkinson gave 
an excellent prologue. 

Jn domestic life, Mr. Owenson was always distinguished as 
an afiectionatc husband and loving father. 

Wo consider this tribute ns justly due to the memory of the 
late Mr* Owenson, both as a gentleman of real worth, and as 
a credit to the profession in which he was so long a favourite. 
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He has left two amiable daughters^, Lady Clarke and Lady 
Morgan, to regret the loss of a dearly beloved parent, who 
were the comfort and delight of his declining days, who inherit 
much of his original genius, and who are cqnaDy esteenuKi in 
society/^ ^ 

There are some passages in the foregoing, possibly a little too 
higlily charged, but perfectly justifiable if written, as is cpiitc 
possible, by a filial hand. Sir Jonah Barrington, in the year 
1880 , takes a critical retrospective glance at Owenson thus, 
and perhaps hits the truth more accurately. 

Mr. Owenson, the father of Lady Morgan, was at that time 
highly celebrated in the line of Irisli characters, and never did 
an actor exist so perfectly calculated, in my opinion, to per- 
sonify that singular class of people. Considerably above six 
feet in height ; — remarkably handsome and brave-looking,— 
vigorous and well-shaped, — be was not vulgar enough to dis- 
gust, nor was he genteel enough to be oui of character : never 
did I sec any actor so entirely identify himself with the 
peculiarities of those Irish parts he assumed. In the higher 
class of Irish caracters (old officers, &c.) ho looked well, but did 
not exhibit sufficient formal dignity : and ii\ iho lowed, his humour 
was scarcely quaint and original enough ; but in what miglit be 
termed the 'middle class of Paddies/ no man ever combined the 
look and manner with such felicity as Owenson. Bcicntilic sing- 
ing was not an Irish quality ; and ho sang well enough. — I have 
heard Mr. Jack Johnston warble soswcetly and so very skilfully, 
and act some parts so very like a man of education, that I almost 
forgot the nation he was mimicking : that was not tlm case with 
Owenson; he acted as if he had not received too much schooling, 
and sang like a man whom nobody had instructed, lie was, 
like most of his profession, careless of his concerns, and grow 
old without growing rich/'t Wo further learn from Sir Jonah 
that Owenson was asssociated with the dchiU of Dorothea 
Trancis, afterwards the celebrated Mrs. Jordan. Slie enter- 
tained a great respect for, and reposed mu(di confidence in 
Owenson, who took a warm interest in her welfare, and was 
the principal adviser of the stop which led to the rejection of 
Lieutenant Doyne’s matrimonial addresses. j; 


^ There are also a few obituary details regarding OwemHon iJi the 
Omtleman*s Magiisinc, voL 82, p, 602. 

t Personal Sketches of his own Times, by 8ir Jonah Ban-hurt on, 
vol. iL, p. 210. 

J Vide, also Boaden’s Memoirs of Mrs. Jordan, voL i., p. 14. 
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The house in Great (leorge^s-strcct, Rutlaud-square, where 
Owenson cliecl, as recorded by the Freeman's Jotmial of the day^ 
was the residence of the late Sir Arthur Clarke, Knight, of 
whom a few details may not be irrevelant. 

Like Sir llobert Kane, Dr. Corrigan, the late Doctors Quinn, 
Labatt, and other men who liave risen to professional dis- 
tinction, Sir Arthur Clarke began liis career in a pharmaceutical 
establishment. Wo first find his name and occupation in 
Watson^'s Dublin Direclory for 1798, (page 27) thus: — 

Arthur (Jlarkc, apothecary, 12 Gardiner's-place.” In 1807 
lie removed, as appears from the same authority, to 441 , North 
Groat GcorgoVstreet ; but Mr. Clarke, in changing his resi- 
dence, did not change a line of business which gave him great 
facilities^ for gatluiring medical experience. It has been said 
tluit an apothecary, from the extent of his practice among the 
humblor classes — the bone and sinew of the land — possesses 
better opportunities for becoming acquainted with the diseases 
to which flesh is heir, than some high-flying physicians of 
glittering prestige whoso practice is necessarily confined to tlie 
higher orders. Ample as are the opportunities of a modern 
apothecary for gathering experience, those in the last century 
had greater, for their number was considerably less. The lisl; 
of apothecaries in the last century counts forty ; at present there 
are one hundred and seventy licentiates. Until 1770 no Roman 
Catliolic could become a pharmacopolist. 

In 1808, Mr. Arthur Clarke had the good fortune to be- 
come acquainted with Olivia Owenson, the accomplished and 
only sister of Lady Morgan. Mr. Clarice married her in 1808, 
and we are glad to be able to fix the date in the most positive 
manner, for it sets at rest an amusing story which has long 
been current, pirofessing to describe tlie manner in. which Mr. 
Clarke obtained his knighthood. The old story has it that the 
sisters Owenson made a vow that they would never change their 
names unless for a title. Sydney, as we have seen, married Sir 
(Jliurlcs Morgan, and when Mr. Clarke, the apothecary, pro- 
posed for lior sister, he is said to have been told, in reply, 
tliat without a title he had no chance. He accordingly 
waited upon Charles, Duke of Richmond, whose lonhommie was 
proverbial, and whose habit of bestowing knighthoods Lever 
satirizes in Charles where the good natured Viceroy, 

in a maudlin mood, is represented knighting Corny Delany. 

Please your Excellency, said Mr. Clarke (so the story 
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volume XLVLj p. 375, it may be perceived that IFoMwa and 
her blaster is pronounced to be ''a very clever and amusing 
■work.” There can be no doubt, that although not avowed, 
Sir Charles Morgan contributed to this voluminous disquisi- 
tion much of his metaphysical and philosophic lore. 

The last joint production of this devoted pair was The Book 
IViiJwut a Name ; but it cannot be w^ell regarded as embodying 
much new mental effort, being exclusively composed of Ihial 
gleanings from the portfolios of the writers, and stray papers 
which had previously appeared in the magazines. An cxcidloat 
copperplate portrait of Sir C. Morgan was prefixed to this 
work. 

On August 2Sfch, 1843, Sir Charles Morgan was summoned 
suddenly to Eternity. To the latest hour of his life he had 
continued his liberal and philanthropic labours by voice and [)en. 
On tlic day of his funeral the New Monilly Magazine for Sep- 
tember was published ; and with many a sigh, and a moistened 
eye, jieople. recognised in its pages an earnest, able, and hearty 
contribution from Sir Charles Morgan's pen, attesting the in- 
domitable perseverance with which, to the last gasp of liis ex- 
istence, he had toiled in a generous cause. By his family and 
private friends, Sir Charles was beloved with an aflcction whicli 
time may mellow, but can never obliterate. Several earnest 
tributes to his worlh appeared in the journals of the day. One 
in the Emminer, probably from the pen of Eonblanquc, we 
transcribe : a writer of great ability, an honest politician, an 
amiable and most enlightened man, he has claims to be long 
regretted by a wide circle of every class of oj)iniou. While 
his mind kej)t equal pace mth the progress of lih'vA viows^ 
Itis tastes were formed and resolutely fixed in what we call the 
best old school lie was never at a loss for the witty or the 
wise passage from Rabelais or Bayle. We turn to his last 
magazine paper^ — published as wo write this, and find it closed 
with a quotation from the latter writer : * No croyez pas quo jo 
me vante de if avoir ricn dit quo de vrai : je ne ganintie que mon 
intention, et non pas mon ignorance/ And truly if anything 
but the exaetest truth ever fell from himself, it was ignorance, 
and not intention that betrayed him. The one most rare with 
him — tlie other most reliable and sound.” 

^ To the generality of readers it is hardly necessary to say that 
Sir Charles had no children by Lady Morgan. Had she been 
a mother she would have proved a fond and a wise one. Her 
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Bachelor/' said Kir Arthur; ''turn now the Knight of the 

Among the medi(;al appointments held by Sir A. Clarke 
were Surgical Superintendent in the JSTaval Hospital during 
the wars, wliich marked the lirst quarter of the present cen» 
tory, Superintendent to the llevonuo Cruisers, Surgeon to 
the Maison do Santo, and physician to the Bank of Ireland, 
and to the Metropolitan Police. Sir Arthur published various 
medical treatises including works on tubercular consumption, 
water, exercise, and diet, and a code of instructions in case of 
railway, steam boat, or other accidents. He was a strong advo- 
cate for the hydrojiatliic system of medical treatment, and often 
had to Ixuir many a stupid sneer from those who pertinaciously 
adhered to the old school and shut their eyes against conviction. 


* Sir Arthur Clarke was a very amiable and lively man, and a 
general favorite in Dublin Society, The author of these pages knew 
him personally, and received proofs of his good nature. Ho survived 
until October, 1857? when be fell with the loaves* The writer pub- 
lished an obituary sketch of tho Knight in the papers of the day 
which begun unlnvitingly as follows:— 

««roor Sir Aribur (Uarke is dead. Small ns ho was— and a man 
of more lilipution dimemsions, with tho exception of Tom Moore, 
never trod our bo will bo greatly missed in Dublin, not only 
by his own personal friends, who oateemed him cordially; but by 
myriads of people who have long been familiar with his appearance 
in our streets. The late Judge Day was one of tho oldest and stead- 
iest of his friends. Kir Arthur and ho wore at one time almost 
inseparable, and it was a standing joke with the wags of Dublin, 
some thirty years age, to liken tho great colossal judge and his dimi- 
nutivo eompauloti to the 21st of June, inasmuch as they jointly 
constituted the longmi: Day ami tkn shortest Knight 
** According 4o Dodd, Sir Arthur Olarko was born in 1778 ; but 
this is a mistake, for he first saw the light in 1773 ; and had conse- 
quently reached tho patriarchal age of eighty-four. Sir Arthur’s 
father, soon after tho birth of his son, entered the British army, 
pr()C(‘(‘ded to Anu'rica, and was one of those who wore sent to the 
right about hy Washington on the plains of Lexington and the 
heighlH of Bunk(‘r’s Hilf. In 1776 Clarke returned to Ireland with 
tlu^ romnant of Ijord Oornwallis’s forces. It would appear that ho 
had always a taste for arms, having led Miss Sword, of the county 
Meath, to the hymeneal altar in 1771.^ He who loveth tho Sword, 
will perish by tho Sword” was not verified in this instance* for never 
had man a more devoted wife. Sir Arthur used to say that bis 
father was lineally doHcended from General Sir John Clarke* who 
was made a Knight Banneret by bluff King Hal” on the field of 
the battle of Spurs/’ 
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Among those wlio lauglied at the water cure was Charles Lamb. 
^'Tiiere is nothing new or wonderful in it/^ he said dryly, it 
is as old as the deluge, and in my opinion lias killed more than 
it cured/^ 

The five years which followed Miss Owenson^s alliance with 
Sir Charles Morgan were spent partly abroad, and partly in 
Dublin. Lady Morgaii^s presence was at once courted with 
redoubled ardour by the highest circles of society — a circum- 
stance which materially increased those invaluable opj)ortuni- 
ties for observation and gaining knowledge of the world, the 
utter absence of which had rendered SL Clair, and the Nome 
<0/' /Sif. so juvenile in many parts. At the famous 

literary receptions of Lady Cork and Orrery, our little authoress 
was a constant and a favoured guest. llow pleasantly/^ 
writes Hepwortli Dixon, llow pleasantly she described 
the days of Abercoro Priory, and of Lady Cork's ^ blue 
parties/ where she starred it as a lioness, after the Th rales 
and Burneys of a past dynasty had vanished from the scene ! 
These things made her historical, — and l^ady Morgan was to 
society and literature something of what the Groat Duke bad 
been to state-craft and war/^ 

The first novel with which Lady Morgan presented the 
public after her marriage was the somcwliat rhapsodical lucu- 
bration in three volumes entitled The Ilimomry, mi Italum 
Tale. The story is open to objection, but is bo improl)ablc 
that it can hardly be deemed a dangerous novel The salient 
points of the narrative are, if wo remember rightly, tlujsc. 
The Missionary is an Italian priest who repairs to India with 
a view to eflect conversions to the Catliolic church, of which 
he is himself a zealous and an able minister. Great success 
attends his labours at first, but in an evil hour, a Hindoo lady 
of surpassing beauty whom ho had addressed in tlie language 
of fraternal charity, brings her rich black eyes, charged with 
subduing amatory power, to boar, with deadly aim, upon him. 
The struggle between duty and inclination which follows is in 
the highest degree terrific. In the course of a short time the 
lady is borne to eternity by an epidemic fever. Even the bed 
of death does not allay the unholy torment which rages within 
the Missionary's breast. lie casts away his breviary and stole, 
and lives a sort of anchoritio life in the recesses of a gloomy 
cave, for her sake. Eschewing scull and crucifix, his sole 
companion is a pet fawn, which had once belonged and had 
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hi-vw ofliMi C'.an^sscd by the bcauiiful Luxima. !Io\v the 
ideal priest ended his days wo do not now rememberj nor is it 
of inuch consequence ; but our impression is distinct that no 
^jood moral in (ionclusion attempts to palliate the many objec- 
tionable details through which the reader has been dragged. 
Many of the accTies and descriptions arc ludicrously romantic. 
It waS;, wc thinks in this novel that Lady Morgaix spoke of 
some one clad in ** a f>imie of woven edr!^ Tlie Blissionar^ 
was probably the very worst of Lady Morgan’s brain creations ; 
and both stylo and story is worthy only of the Minerva press ; 
but it liad, notwitljstaiuling, many admirers, foremost among 
whom stood the bunous Lord Castlereagh. 

Wc should not tnive paused to notice the Missionary at such 
length were it not that Lady Morgan herself, to the last moment 
of Tier life, attached some importance to it, altliough laughing 
airily enough at the wild romance and puerilities of the story. 
She consid(‘red that tlic picture it presented of Indian life, 
and some out-of-the-way oriental lore which it unfolded, pos- 
sessed a certain didactic attraction, wliich far and away more 
than counterbalanced the defects of the story. That such was 
Lady Morgan’s d(di!)crate opinion, even after the lapse of 
forty years, w(? have the most conclusive evidence in the 
singular and aignilicant fact, that the veteran authoress had 
been engaged just before her deatli in completely remodelling 
the Mimionary, and in superintending its revision through the 
press. Lady Morgan considered that the Indian details with 
which the Mmiomnj abounded, possessed for obvious reasons 
peculiar interest at present. When tins romance was published, 
more than forty years ago, the East was very generally used 
as a tabula rasa for iictions of a didactic and romantic 
kiiid ; but we iniglit almost as justly expect that people would 
study KnssellaB in order to learn the history and politics of 
Abyssinia, as to lu)pe to gather accurate information regard- 
ing the state of India from this unwmrthy Missionary's 
escapades, Tlirough the medium of Lmima, the FropJietess^ 
a Tale of India^ they have been reproduced in a modified 
shape, within the last month, and those who desire to read tlic 
narrative wc liavc outlined can do so at any circulating library. 

But it was not until the publication of U* Donnelly a Na- 
tional Tate, in 1815, that Lady Morgan’s claims to take her 
place among the best novelists of the age became cordially and 
universally recognised by the public. The authoress, as we 
have said, was never so thoroughly at Iiomc as when on Irish 
b 
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ground ; and in illustration of this fact, the novels of (y Donnell, 
Florence McCarthy, and The O’Briens and O’ Flaherlys, are 
eminently conclusive. These three essentially Irish tales — 
green from cover to cover, and racy of the soil — form a national 
literary shamrock, of which Ireland may well be proud. 

In the novel of O' Donnell Lady Morgan broke new ground. 
She ceased to guide the adventures of puerile novices of St. 
Domiuick, crude Idas of Athens, and frail Italian missionaries 
in India. O’Donnell was the vanguard of a noble host of 
Celtic ideal creations, profitable to study and worthy to imitate, 
which tended, in no small degree, to break down the Cockney 
prejudices which had so long existed, on the other side of the 
Channel, against Ireland. This novel displayed singular vigour 
of thought, and knowledge of mankind j and whether wo laugh 
at the native eccentricities of M'Eory, sigh for the vicissitudes 
of the gallant O’Donnell, or smile at the lavish nothingness of 
fashionable life, we mustacknowledgo that wo arc underthoinflu- 
ence of a spell with which true genius alone could invest us. 

Tor forty years it was fashionable, among a band of ill-natured 
Tory critics, headed by the late John Wilson Croker, to ridi- 
cule, and sneer down Lady Morgan’s pretensions, as a novelist 
and a writer. Never had an author more Ibrinidable critical 
antagonism to contend with. Single-handed, Lady Morgan 
encountered this terrific, organized, and almost itnprcguable 
band ; and one by one they feU, vanquished and prostrate, at 
her feet. Since the grave has closed over this brilliant woman’s 
labors, a few have endeavoured to regain their feet ; and avail- 
ing themselves of this unworthy advantage, they have sought 
to depreciate the abilities of her whom, living, they cravcnly 
feared. It is pleasant, however, to be able to set the deliber- 
ately recorded opinion of the greatest novelist that over lived, 
against the ill-natured, but perhaps not uninfipcntial, snivelling, 
and drivelling to which we have alluded. Sir Walter Scott 
was, himself a member of the Croker School, in politics. He 
entertained an unconquerable aversion to Lady Morgan’s liberal 
and progressive views ; and the following remarks, committed 
to his private diary, are therefore the more to be valued. " I 
have amused myself occasionally very pleasantly," ho writes, 
« during the last few days, by reading over Lady Morgan’s 
novel of O’Donnell, which has some striking and beautiful 
passages of situation and description, and, in the comic part, is 
very rich and entertaining.” 
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“The oi'iginality of her style,” recently observed the Aiie- 
nmm, “ will at once suggest itself, when it is recollected that 
ere O’Botmell appeared, Miss Edgeworth, by her Casile 
Bachent, and Absentee, might have been thought to have 
made the Irish national tale her own. _ No two things, how- 
ever, could be more distinct than her brain-creatures, and those 
of the more cautious and prudential authoress of Qwin and To- 
morroto!’ 

Touching some of the ill-natured criticisms of which we 
have spoken, old Joo Atkinson, in a poetic address to Lady 
Morgan, at this period, observed : 

“ Since you sport the White Lily and Violet Blue, 

As an emblem of France, so descriptive and true, 

And blend the Sweet-briar, the Shamrock, and Rose, 

A garland of fancy and wit to compose ; 

No wondor the critics arc all in a rage. 

Their malice and envy against you to wage ; 

And prove by their rancour they’re spitefully jealous. 

That Women write better than such scribbling fellows. 

But 0’DojstNBi.i- shall come, with M'Robt, his man, 

To guard and defend you, and bring their dog Bran, 

To worry the Curs, who with venom abuse. 

And lark from the den of their snarling Reviews.” 

Never had an author more violent antagonism to encounter. 
‘‘Itis to me delightful,” writes Sir Jonah Barrington, “ to see 
a woman, solely by the force of her own natural talent, succeed 
triumphantly in the line of letters she has adopted, and in de- 
spite of the most virulent, illiberal, and unjust attacks ever yet 
made on any author by mercenary Eeviewers.” 

Shortly after the peace of 1814i, Sir Charles and Lady Mor- 
gan, full of a grand literary scheme, proceeded to Eraiice, aud 
took advantage of every available opportunity to “ mark, note, 
study, and inwardly digest,” the manners, customs, history, 
idiosynoraoy, and tendencies of that great nation. 

Though a Eellow of the Eoyal College of Physicians, and 
constantly associating with distinguished members of that pro- 
fession, Sir Charles Morgan relinquished medical practice at 
an early period of life, and devoted himself exclusively to liter- 
ary and political pursuits. Sometimes, but not often, he wrote, 
in a popular manner, on medical subjects. In 1815 appeared 
his Outlines on the Philosophy of Mfe, which had for its ob- 
ject the diffusion of a more general knowledge of the funda- 
mental facts of Physiology. The book was an able one, and 
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very successfully coiiveyod a popular view of the leading facts 
ill Physiology, as they bear more especially un the moral and 
social animal. 

In the Autumn of 1815, wo ArKl Lady Morgan in Paris 
picking up materials for her magmmi opm^ General Lawless, 
tho (listingiiishcd miitcd Irish Ilcfugco, writing to his kinsman, 
Lord Oloncariy, on August 15th, 1815, says, “ I have to 
acknowledge tli(5 letlers confided to Sir Charles Morgan. I 
will write again by Lady Morgan, L like extremely this lady ; 
she is agrccahic, witty, and with as little conceit as can be foujul 
in a w’oman of her mcrit/^'^* 

The thorough fascination whicli even a momentary interviiuv 
witli Lady Morgan produced, having become ([uite proverbial 
peculiar faculties of access to the most ex(dusive circdcs of tho 
gay metropolis, at oueo opeoccl invitingly before her. Patcal 
to encounter no contre4cmj)Sj or, ^^aceidenta by flood and 
field/’ from which few traveller.'^, forty years ago, were 
exempt, she feted in another sense wherever she wnmt, and 
brilliant successes marked every step in her progress. No 
reserve was maintained— with the state of everything and every- 
body The Wild Irish Girl was imih au eourauL Intcillecfu- 
ally enriched by these invaluable 0])port unities for observation 
Lady Morgan’s notes on Prance daily expanded beneath her 
hand, while their style glittered brilliantly from tho polialiing 
touches of her edaborating pen. Amid a fever of expectation 
at home md abroad, this remarkable book was at Icmgtli l)orn 
to tho world. In Prance the CkmdiMwnd — tliea a most in*- 
jfluential newspaper— reports progress : Jja euriositd publicpie 
est vivement cxcitd par Pannoncti do nouvel Touvruge do Ladi 
Morgan — La France^^doB extraits on ont die deja lus dans Ics 
rcvelcs particuliers et cea esaais ont produit io plus grand on- 
thusiaamo— on va prosqu’ a direqn’il tda file rien eerit dc pins 
brilliant, ni qui donna unc idee plus exacte dc la socicti^ et des 
inatiieres deParis— cot ouvrage d()it paraiirc h Paris et Loinlres 
en memo terns dans la scmaiim })rochaine Ikm agojite qiu5 les 
critiques Irancais taillont dma leur plumes The Journal 
de Fam^ another highly influential newspaper, tolls us, not 
less authentically than truly Lady Morgan has been run 
after, entertained, and almost worshipped in all our fashionable 
circles. She has studied us from hesad to foot, from court 

Personal Beeollcetions of Lord Olmuairry, Bocotid Kditioin p. 140. 
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to village, from the boudoir to the kitchen. She lias seen, 
observed, analysed and described everything, men and things, 
speeches and cliaractors.” 

Franco, which may be safely regarded as the chef dJomre of 
Lady Morgan, is divided into eight books. The first treats of 
the Peasantry ; the second and third of society. The three 
next arc devoted to an account of Paris. The seventh book is 
consecrated ana; Spectacles. The eighth and last, comprises 
sketches of the leading literary characters and emin,ent people 
of Prance, while the whole is richly spangled with a 
number of authentic and out-of-the-way anecdotes. 

This complicated and laborious task. Lady Morgan executed 
with all the spirit inherent to an ardent mind, and all the truth 
which is characteristic of an honest and an independent one. 
Her remarks on Prench society, possessed jjcculiar interest, for 
they were not founded on hearsay, or on the result of meta- 
pliysical speculation, hut were drawn from actual, and appar- 
ently very close observation. Exploring with care and accuracy 
the springs of political action, among all the factions which 
then disturbed and distracted the breast of La Belle Prance, 
Lady Morgan’s work, while it afforded the friends of Liberty 
a high and valued treat, stung corruption to madness and 
revenge. Energetically written, lively, but not flippant, 
original, and i)ointo(l without alfeotation, polished, but not 
labored, and grapbio without redundancy, the reader is trans- 
ported, all but “body and bone.'*,” into I lie midst of the gay 
scones which she so vividly and temptingly pourtrays. 
Whether Lady Morgan converses with the glittering courtier, the 
petit proprietaire of a few acres, the lady of high rank, or the 
great literary or political lion, wo make one of the party, and at 
length retire from the oomerzaiiom, sometimes instructed, often 
refreshed, always amused. But the salons of the great would 
seem to have had less attraction for Lady Morgan, than the 
practical acquaintance, which, for generous purposes, she form- 
ed with the Ifronch peasantry. Hapi)y as seemed their con- 
dition, she (lid not view it with unmixed pleasure. When she 
behold the bright cottage garden, and the various comforts 
of the oontemtesd Prcnch peasants, the remembrance of the then 
wretched, oppnissed, aud degraded population of her own 
country, burned to her mind, aud furnished a contrast and 
comi)aris()n, whieli in a mind so sensitive as hers, must have 
created very painful sfmsatious. “ Tlic finest flowers in 
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France/’ she writes, are now to be found in the peasant's 
garden— the mimBo3edeProve7ice~t\\^ stranger rose of India, 
entwine their blossoms, and grow together ’amidst the rich 
foliage of the vine, which scales the gable, and creeps along 
the roof of the cottage. I have seen a French peasant as proud 
of his tulips as any stock-jobber florist of Amsterdam; and 
heard him talk of his carnations, as if he had been the sole 
possessor of the semj^er Augustus I Oh ! when shall I behold 
near the peasant's hovel in my own country other flowers than 
the bearded thistle which there raises its lonely head; and 
scatters its down upon every passing blast ; or the scentless 
shamrock, the unprofitable blossom of tlio soil, which creeps to 
be trodden upon, and is gathered only to be plunged in the 
inebriating draught, commemorating annually the fatal illusions 
of the people, and drowning in the same tide of madness their 
emblems and their wrongs. ' 

This pleasingly expressed allusion to the national practice of 
drowning the shamrock in a bowl of puneb, does not seem to 
have proved intelligible to Lady Morgmi's English critics; 
for her old foe, the (iimrUrly Revietv^ in a violent diatribe, 
triumphantly quoted the paragraph as a specimen of the utter 
nonsense” which filled the book, and defied any reader to 
guess what such fine language as the above could possibly mean. 

Lady Morgan's representations not being very favourable to 
the pretensions of legitimacy, her work, as a matter of course, 
was attacked with all the malignity and virulence for which 
the Quarterly i when under theCrokerand Giflard management, 
was celebrated. The unmanly attack of tlie lioviovv recoiled 
on itself. People began to ask themselves if the cause wliich 
it advocated was so totally defenceless by argument, so inade- 
quately supported by physical force, as to require all the aid 
of scurrility, misrepresentation, and falsehood, to repel the at- 
tacks of its opponents. 

The critic's revival of the old taunt which charged with 
Jacobinism, all sentiments hostile to the narrow views of a fac- 
tion, was perhaps the less objectionable point in his review, since 
even the restricted press of Paris had previously done justice 
to Lady Morgan's political sentiments, and acknowledged that 
she had drawn the true line of distinction between the friends 
of freedom, and the partisans of licence. Indeed all the 
critical torture which could possibly be applied to isolated 
passages, and epo parte statements, failed to disguise the spirit 
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of British liberty in which her work was composed. For this 
reason we shall not stop to notice all the distortions, and disin- 
genuous suppressions by which the reviewer sought to sub- 
stantiate his charge. But as the elaborate article in question 
remains on record in every important library, public and private, 
it is only fair that we give the same permanence to a brief 
detection of some of the many “ ignorances and Ues, ly impli- 
cation and deceit” (to quote the reviewer's words) which ani- 
mate his unmanly criticism. 

Lady Morgan called the family of La Fayette “patri- 
archal,’’ and this the reviewer absurdly construes into making 
La Fayette’s children and grandchildren the patriarch. 
Passing over the reviewer’s misconception of the obvious 
elisions— no primogeniture” for “ no right of primogeniture,” 
of “ Palais Conservateur” for “ Palais du Senat Conserva- 
teur,” &c., we arrive (p. 267) at another false statement. 
Ijady Morgan does not “ make the low stupid blunder” of 
mistaking Pore Elise for a confessor : nor does she draw a 
comparison between his “spiritual influence over Louis XVIIL, 
and that of Pore de la Chase over Louis XIV.” Thirdly, tlie 
reviewer denies Boiiguets d’arlres to be good French. He 
ought to have known that it was not only a phrase in daily 
use, but employed by some of the best authors. Fourthly, he 
quarrels with the translation of " metdn” by the word minion. 
The offensive meaning attached to it rested, in this in- 
stance, solely with the reviewer. " Li/ce valour's minion’' 
occurs in Macbeth. “ Sweet Fortune’s minion,” and “ minions 
of the moon,” in Henry IV. But a hundred other instances 
might bo cited to justify Lady Morgan’s application of this 
word. Menin is derived from menor, and signifies a friend, a 
follower. Fifthly, the etymology of Carousel, criticized at 
p. 269, is from Madame de Genlis, who surely ought to know 
French better than a British Quarterly Eeview. Moreover, 
Lady Morgan does not describe Louis XIV , as a flying Turk : 
and of this as of the other points to which we have referred, 
any reader of France can satisfy himself. 

Sixthly, Lady Morgan does not say that she knew persons 
who lived under Ijouis XIV. The reviewer must have been 
very ignorant of Parisian life not to have known that “Foltigeur 
de 'Louis XI V,” was then, and has been constantly since ap- 
plied in Paris as a Sobriquet to the emigrant superannuated 
ofllcers of the remodelled army. Seventhly, Lady Morgan did 
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not mistake C/wrubm for the singular number of Cherubim. 
This gramitous charge rose out of the reviewer^s ignorance 
that Clierubin is the name of the mandit page in Beaumarchais' 
comedv. Eighthly, Lady Morgan did not suppose the battle 
of Eontenoy, at which the Irish Brigade obtained its memorable 
victory over the British, to have been fought under Louis XI Y„ 
She expressly attributes it to the reign of his successor — be- 
sides mnpagnes a la rose is not ‘'jargon/^ 

Ninthly, the reviewer seems not to have been aware that 
the atheist Fb/ifair/*' wrote repeatedly and vehemently against 
atheisQ}. Moreover, it would doubtless have slightly altered 
the critic^s tone had he read the recently published and 
very xmluable book of Lord Broughton, in wdiich many mis-* 
apprehensions in regard to Voltaire’s real views are dispelled, 
and the evidence of the man who acted for thirty years as 
Voltaire’s private secretary adduced, from which we learn that 
during that long period Voltaire was never known to utter, 
even in the unguarded intimacy of friendship, any remark of an 
infidel character. This, although strongly disapproving of many 
of Afoltaire’s writings, we deem it necessary to say. 

Tenthly, Lady Morgan says: “ bastilles, lettres de cachet, 
mysterious arrest, and solitary confinement, started upon my 
imagination, and I had already classed myself with the Iron 
Mask, and caged Mazarine, the Wilsons, Hutchinsons, and 
Bruces.” To this the reviewer (p. 2S0) replies : This is the 
lie by implication; Wilson, Hutchinson, and Bruce had 
grievously violated the laws ; they were openly arrested, legally 
confined, publicly tried, criminally sentenced, and generously 
pardoned.” Now^ what are the facts? Wilson, Bruce and 
Hutchinson were buried au secret in the gloomy cells of La 
Eorce on a bailable offence. In this illegal confinement they 
were detained until they would confess the truth of the charge. 
After two months’ detention they were accused of high treason, 
and remained one fortnight under that unjust accusation. At 
length the latter indictment was cancelled as an act of Justice, 
and in opposition to the wishes and passions of the court and 
the government. Nor were they ever generously pardoned. 
At the expiration of their sentence, and after seven months im- 
prisoiiment, they were released from captivity.^ 

But the most serious charge against the ^viewer has yet to 
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be made. Lady Morgaii viewed many Catholic customs on the 
Continent; wiili an oy(^ of prejudice ; and amongst the number 
certain processions iti hoimur of the Blessed Yirgin. It 
may be premised iluit in the nwolutionary days of anarchy nearly 
every statue of tlie Holy Mother had been broken or defaced 
by sacrilegious bandstand Madonnas became very scarce in con- 
sequence. The r(‘.vicwor disingenuously suppresses this fact; and 
garbles a passage of LadyMorgan^s for the purpose of upbraiding 
her with licentious writing ! After a damaging preamble the 
Quarieriy quotes from our authoress : The priests to their 
horror oouhl not lind a single Vm/iny and wore at last obliged 
to send to a inaghbouring village to request Ue loan of a Vif'^ 
gin. A Virgin was at last procured ; a little indeed the worn 
for the wear ; but this was not a moment for fastidiousness, 
and the Madonna was paraded through the streets/' The 
critic requests his readers (p* SJSl,) to consider whatmannerof 
woman slie must be who displays such detestable grossnesa of 
which even a jest book would be ashamed; and cautions every 
parent against allowiitg Lady Morgai/s work into his family, 
or his drawing room. .By referring to the original passage it 
will be perceived tluit the reviewer has carefully omitted the 
^oxih to carri/ in procemonf which if quoted would have 
made liis unamiablc insinuation clumsy, and probably would 
liavc niuleceivcd the reader. 

B(^!ying in their own conduct the Scripture precepts of 

Cluuily envicih not, thiukclh no evil; and rejoicctli in the 
truth/' and Judge not that you bo not judged/^ the Quarterly 
K( 5 view(;rs coolly remind tlm reader that on a former occasion 
they recommended tin' Bible to Ijady Morgan's perusal, a re- 
(]U(‘st which they regret to lind has been disregarded ; wliilo 
at p, 28b, tlmy inconsistently declare that i^ady Morgan 
parodies Scripttirc^ for the purpose of turning it into ridicule, 
an accusation perfccUy graluitoua. 

Twelfthly, in the charg(5 of Impiety" against Lady Morgan, a 
passage from Madame do Maintenon in condemnation of ^‘'in- 
gratitude envers k roi'’ is quoted (p. 283,) witli approbation 
by tlie Uevicuv(jr. ‘‘ Lady Morgan/' adds the ultra loyalist, 
of a different mind " Who is this Madame de Maintenon? 
the k<qff mistress of Ijouis tlm Fourtceuth- And who was the 
king wliom, to quote tiio cant of the lieviewer, ought to have 
been honored m muclj as God is feared P Tlie enemy of Civil 
and Religious liberty; and the revoker of the edict of Kantes. 
The approval of the religious sentiments of Madame 
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de Mainlenon sounds oddly after its denunciation of Lady Mor- 
gan's licentiousness. 

Owing, we suppose, to the dearth of legitimate materials for 
hostile criticism, our Eeviewer found it expedient to devote 
considerable space to some strictures on the score of bad 
spelling.” But Lady Morgan's preface ought to have disarmed 
criticism, at least on this head. Having bound myself to my 
publisher,'' she writes, to be ready for the Press before April, 
I was obliged to compose h trait de plume, to send off the sheets 
chapter by chapter, without the power of detecting repetitions 
by comparison, and without the hope of correction from the 
perusal of proof sheets. Printing in one country, and residing 
in another, it was not to be expected that the press would wait 
upon the chances of wind and tide, for returns in, or out of 
course.” But it is useless to analyze further this illiberal attack of 
the Quarterly, To complete the task of developing its mistakes 
and misstatements would exceed, if possible, the tediousness of its 
author. We shall therefore turn to a light poetical version of the 
critique which from its pith and point is not likely to fatigue 
the reader. It came, if we mistake not, from the pen of Lady 
Clarke, whose poetical squibs in the Dublin newspapers, during 
the Anglesey Viceroyalty, attracted much attention. She had 
a remarkable taste for music and poetry. Moore, in his diary 
of October 16, 1821, speaks very favorably of a song which 
Lady Clarke had written and composed on the occasion of his 
return to Ireland. She also wrote one or more comedies of 
merit and originality, and were it not for the cares of a young 
family Lady Clarke would, doubtless, have come more frequently 
before the public. When Lady Clarke died wo have not been 
able to ascertain. We have searched the Obituary of the 
Gentlemarie Magazine for the last twenty-fivo years but 
without effect. 

The book we review is the work of a woman, 

A fact which we think will be guessed at by no man, 

Who notes the abuse which our virulent rago 
Shall discharge on its author, in every page. 

And who is this woman — no recent offender, 

A Jacobin, Shanavest, Whiteboy, Defender. 

She who published “ O'Donhel,” which (take but our word) 

Is a monstrous wild ** tissue of axl that’s absuhd”--** 

Indeed there’s a something in all her romances, 

Which, to tell our opinion, does not hit our fancies. 

No, give us a novel, whose pages unfold 
The glories of that blessed sera of old, 
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When Princes legimate trod on the people, 

And the Church was so hight that it out-topp*d the steeple, 
No, give us some Methodist’s maudling confusion, 

Religion in seeming, in fact, pebsectjtion ; 

Some strange Anti- Catholic orthodox whining, 

At this age of apostaoy wildly repining 1 1 

This Woman I-^we scarce could believe when we read. 
Retorts all the charges we heaped on her head j 
And leads to rebellion young authors, by shewing. 

That calling hard names is by no means reviewing. 

She boats that weVo not spoiled her market in marriage. 
That vainly her morals and wit we disparage ; 

But surely that man is the boldest in life. 

Who, in spite of our ravings, could take her for wife ; 

And therefore we now set him down without mercy 
As the slave of enchantment, the victim of Circe.” 

Now to com© to the matter in hand-— we advance 
’Tis ** AN iMi*ui>ENT LIE,” whcn sh© calls her book “ France 
A title that would not be characteristic, 

Unless for a large Gasseteor or Statistic. 

For we hold that it is not allow’d in a work, 

To form our opinions by JSx pede Here* 

She ought to have visited Lyons, Bourdeaux, 

And peeped into Marseilles, and Strasburgh and Meaux ; 
For though the design of tho Congress miscarries, 

And Jacobins kick against Louis — at Paris, 

Though Freedom lies bleeding and chain'd on the Seine, 
And tlie emigrants there, mould the state upon Spain, 

In the rest of the kingdom, for what she can tell. 

The impudent jade, things may go mighty well. 

Next comes her arrangement ! — when this we denounce 
W© must oke out our charge with a bit of a bounce ; 

And o’orlook tho confusion which reigns in our head. 

To charge it at once, on her book in the stead — 

Of this book, my good readers, in vain you may hope 
An account of its merits, its plan or its scope ; 

For the tale she relates docs not chime with the view 
Which we take of France in our loyal review. 

And though we should rail, till our paper were shrinking, 
Alas 1 wo should but set the people a thinking. 

On tho list of errata 'tworo better to seize, 

For thence we may conjure what blunders we please. 

Those, mixed with tho few, which the best author makes, 

In a work of such length, and our own worse mistakes /J ^ 
With some equivocation, and some '' direct lies,** 

Of abuse will provide our accustom’d supplies : 

Which largely diluted with loyalty rant. 

With much hypocritical methodist cant. 
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Misquotations, mistatements, distortions of phrase. 

Will set the halj?- thinkers (wo judge) in amaze, 

And this worm most aubaoious/' this woman so mad/" 
This compound of all that’s presumptuous and had, 

(Tho’ we should not succeed in repressing her book, 

And the youth of our land on its pages still look,) 

Will preceive, with her friends, midst the people of fashion, 
That the Quarterly scribe’s in a desperate passion— 
Fostscriptum — we’d near made a foolish omission 
And forgotten a slur on her second Edition. 

Though perhaps, after all, she may have the last word, 

And reply to our wholesome ” remarks — by a third — 

And thus, like a sly and an insidious joker. 

The malice defeat of an hireling Croker 1 1 

The allusion in the foregoing to her Ladyship having 
retorted the charges 'of the Quarterly, has reference to some 
spirited observations which occurred in tlio preface to the first 
Edition of France. It may be perceived tliat Ijudy Morgan 
received the furious charge of the Quarterly on the point of 
her already fixed bayonet. While I thus endeavor,” she goes 
on to say in a preface which modestly sought to excuses 
trivial imperfections incidental to tlie haste wuilii which the 
book was written, While I thus endeavour to account for 
faults, I cannot excuse ; and to solicit the indulgcnct^ of iJud 
jpuMic from whom 1 have never expericuiced severity, I make 
no effort to pro/miomtl crif>idsn/, because I indulge 

no hope from its mercy. Their is one rcvie.w, at lc‘ast, wliich 
must necessarily place me under the ban of its conticumation; 
and to which the sentiments and principles scattc'red through 
the following pages (though conceived and expressed in fool- 
ings the most remote from those of local ot parff policy) will 
afford an abundant source of accusation, as being foreign to 
its own narrow doctrines, and opposed to its own (.‘xedusive 
creed. I mean the Quarlerlp Itepicw. It mny look like 
presumption to hope, or even to fear its notice; but /, at 
least, know by experience, that in the ornniscionce of its 
judgment it can stoop 

To break a butterfly upon a wlioeb"’ 

It is now nearly nine years since that review selected me as 
an example of its unsparing severity ; and, deviating from iJie 
true object of criticism, made its strictures upon one of ilie 
most hastily composed and insignificant of my earif/ works a 
vehicle for an unprovoked and wanton attack upon the per- 
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soiial clinractcr and priiioiiilos of the author. Tlie slatiderthua 
liurlod against a young and unprotected female, struggling in 
a i)ath of no ordinary industry and effort, for purposes 
sanctified by the most sacred feelings of nature, happily fell 
hurllcss. The iniblic of an enlightened age, indulgent to the 
critical errors of pages corn])osed for its amusement, under 
circumstances, not of vanity or choice, but of necessity, has, 
by its countenance and favour, acquitted me of those charges 
under which I was summoned before tlieir awful tribunal, and 
which tended to banish the accused from society, and her works 
from circulation; for ‘licentiousness, profligacy, irreverence, 
blasphemy, libertinism, disloyalty, and atheism,’ were no venial 
errors. I’laccd by that public in a definite rank among 
authors, and in no undistiiiguislmd circle of society, alike as 
wow-an and as author, beyond tlic injury of malignant scurrility, 
whatever form it may assume, I would point out to those who 
bavo yet to struggle through the arduous and painful career 
that I have ran, the feebleness of unmerited calumny, and 
oucoiirage those who receive with patience and resignation the 
awards of dignifuid and legitimate criticism, to disregard and 
contemn the amionynioiis slander with which party spirit arras 
its strictures, under the veil of literary justice. 

“ In thus recurring to the severe chastisement which my 
early efforts rocoivtai from the judgment of the Quarterly 
Review, it would be ungrateful to conceal that it placed 

My bauo and antiJoto at onco before me, 

ami (hat iiv accusing me of ‘licentiousness, profligacy, irreverence, 
blasphemy, lil)cr(.iniHra, disloyalty, and atheism,’ it presented 
a nostrum of universal efficacy, which was to transform my 
vices into virtues, ami to render mo, in its own words, ‘ not 
indeed a good writer of novels, but a tiseful friend,, a faithful 
toife, a tender tnother, and a respectable and happy mistress of 
afaniUy.’ 

' “ 'I’o' effect this purpose, ‘ so devoutly to be wished,’ it 
prescribed a simple remedy; ‘To purchase immediately a 
sjmUhtg booh, to which, in process of time, might be added a 
jmekel dktwmry, and to take a few lessons in joining-hand ; 
which superadded to a little common sense, in place of idle 
iMptiiH's,’ were filially to render me that valuable epitome of 
female excellence, whoso price Solomon has declared above 
rubies. 
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" While I denied the crimes thus administered to, I took 
the advice for the sake of its results; and like Coelebs in 
search of a wife,” with his ambulating virtues,! set forth with 
xaj Mavou and my Entick in search of that conjugal state, 
one of the necessary qualifications for my future excellencies. 
With my dictionary in my pocket, with my spelling book in 
one hand, and my copper-plate improvements in the other, I 
entered my probation; and have at last (thanks to the 
Quarterly Review) obtained the reward of my calligraphic and 
orthographic acquirements. As it foretold, I am become, in 
spite of the ‘ seven deadly sins' it laid to my charge, ‘ not 
indeed a good writer of novels,' but, I trust,^ ' a respectable, 
and, I am sure, ‘ a happy mistress of a family.’ 

“ In the fearful prophecy so long made, that I should never 
write a good novel, the Quarterly Review, in its benevolence, 
will at least not be displeased to learn that I have written some 
that have been successful; and that while my Glorvinas, 
Luiimas, and Lollottes, have pleaded my cause at home, like 
•very Daniels,' they have been received abroad with equal 
favour and indulgence; vaA ^\9.i O’ Donnel has boon trans- 
mitted to its author, in three different languages. Having 
thus, I hope, settled ‘ my long arrear of Gbatitudh with 
Alonzo,’ I am now ready to begin a new score ; and await 
the sentence of my quondam judge, in the spirit of one. 

* Who neither courts nor fears 

His favour nor his hate/ ** 

But even assuming that Lady Morgan’s talents were far from 
being of the first order,tbe violent denunciations of her reviewers 
were quite unjustifiable. It had hitherto been hold a sacred 
maxim in the canons of criticism, that when a female became a 
candidate for literary fame, even though her merits wore not of 
the brightest, her very sex formed an appeal to the heart which 
forbid acrimony of censure, much less violent invective, or falsity 
of accusation, and secured at least the appearance of rospoct,evcu 
in the absence ofthoae gallant and complimentary speeches which 
have been considered, from time immemorial, a species of hoin- 
age justly due to the fair sex. In The Statesman, an able Whig 
newspaper of the day, the authorship of the violent attack of the 
Quarterly which charged Lady Morgan with little short of the 
seven deadly sins, is confidently attributed not to Orokor but to 
the pen of the laureate Robert Southey. We transcribe a por- 
tion of this article. The violent tone of recrimination which per- 
vaded the antagonism of the'W big and Tory parties in those days 
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is curious to glance back upon. As Burke said/’ observes The 
Statesman^ the age of chivalry is gone, and a race of literary 
ruffians and political renegades have sprung up^ who^ to repay 
the world for the detestation in which they are held, spurn at 
every honourable feeling ; and, insensible to the restraints of con- 
science, neither regard the claims of age or sex, of wisdom or vir- 
tue, but wage rude and indiscriminate war with all who will not 
consent to be as base, wicked, and infamous as themselves. By 
one of these literary assassins, LadyMorgan has had the honor of 
being attacked. It comes from the pen of that skulking and 
malignant renegade, the author of Wat Tyler, and appears in 
that ponderous production of scurrility and venom, called the 
Quarterly Review. In this attack, all that is contemptible in 
the petty, all that is cowardly and cutting in the malignant, 
all that is scurrilous in vulgar venom, are employed to wound the 
feelings and injure the reputation of Lady Morgan. Would 
it be believed, that, in this age and country, a being so 
thoroughly despicable and degraded could be found, as to 
charge this lady with all that is false, all that is licentious, 
all that is llasphemous. All who are acquainted with the Wild 
Irish Girl, and O^Ronnel, the works of Lady Morgan, will know 
what station to assign the pensioned renegade, who has thus, 
with savage ferocity, assailed her reputation. Here, for the 

f ^resent, we take leave of this apostate and his prostituted 
abours, until we have an opportunity of contrasting some of 
his own Jacobinical works, with his recent lucubrations in his 
dark and scowling Quarterly BeviewT 
In the selection from Southey's letters, edited by his son, we 
find no allusion to this critical assault on Lady Morgan; 
although Southey repeatedly speaks of his laborious contributions 
to the Quarterly, and of the high estimation in which they were 
held by the Government. Lord Liverpool we learn, sent for 
Southey, and overwhelmed him with protestations of gratitude 
and esteem. 

The Freeman’s Journal was not alone the most influential 
of the liberal organs of Ireland at the period of which we 
write, but enjoyed a circulation exceeding that of any of its 
contemporaries. Conservative or democratic, as appears from 
an official return published in the Freeman of May 17, 1817. 
The editor of this journal from I8i3 to 1818 was Michael 
Staunton, Esq., now the esteemed Collector-General of Taxes 
in Dublin. The following letter, chronologically in place 
here, is addressed to Mr, Staunton 
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Private. • 

“Lady Morgan presents her cotn])]iroents to the Editor of 
the Freemn’s Ponrml. Having learnt that during her recent 
absence from Dublin, he has had the kindness to mention her 
new work with approbation, she takes the earliest opportiimtj 
of offering her acknowledgments. She begs at the samo time 
to mention, that as the hireling* presses of London, Paris, and 
Dublin, are at this moment let loose against her mrh on 
France, and as the Dublin lourmtf has declared that the long 
tirade it has inserted against her from Oalignani’s Messenger 
has been translated em^resshj for its_ columns ! Lady Morgan 
would be extremely happy to place in the hands of the Editoi 
of the Freemans Journal some Prench critiques on her work, 
this moment received from Paris, and done by the most 
eminent literary characters on the continent, and forming a 
complete refutation to the paragraphs inserted in the Courier, 

Duhlm Journal, &c., &c. ^ , 

“If the Editor could call on Lady Morgan any fo- 
itiorrow, and mention at what hour. Lady Morgan will bo 
happy to see him, and trusts that he will have the goodness to 

* If tlio Laureate Soutlioy, as lias Dcon assorted, were really the nn- 
Hianly assailant of Lady Morgan, the epithet “ hireling’’ is not airiiss. 
In a letter dated October 5, IttlG (Souihmih Corrapimtlom, ji. ‘ilf), y. 
iv.') he tells Mr. Herosford that “ he must needs liiuHli a paper in 
time for the present number of the Quarterly, for the love of LIDO. 

1 The Dublin Journal was first establiHhod about the year 17'J0 hy 
Alderman Faulkner, the friend of Swift, Ohesteriiold, anil the leading 
politicians and litcratcurs of the time. Fanllcncr having ably edited 
the paper for fifty years, it at length came into the hands of an illiterate 
and illiberal person named John Giffard, who from that dak) infused 
into its tone sucli violence, virulence, vulgarity, and mundaolty, tliat iii 
the present date its advocacy would bo held detrimental to the eiiuse ol 
any party. Yet Qiffiird, originally a blue. coat boy, was prel erred 
to places of honour and emolument by the Government, (iiflard’s per- 
Boual demeanour was as morose as his pen was trueulent ; and for many 
years ho enjoyed the sohriquot of “the dog In offleo,” and his pajier 
that of “tlio 1 log’s Journal.” Giffard having acousod Oratliui of 
treasonable designs, tlio groat orator retorted thus : “ It proceeds from 
the hired tradueer of his country, the excommunicated of his fellow'- 
citizons, the regal rebel, the unpunished rufllaii, tho bigoted agitator. 
In the city, a firebrand; in tho court, a liar ; in the streets, a bully ; in 
tho field, a coward. And so obnoxious is he to tho very party ho wishes 
to espouse, that he is only supportable by doing those dirty acts the less 
vile refuse to execute.” Giffard pocketed the insult. The lost immher 
of the Dublin Journal appeared ih 1825— Aladdcn’s United Irishmen, 
Grattan’s Speeches, Gilbert’s Dublin, &c. The ludicrous blunder about 
Galiqnani's Messenger is quite cluuracteristio of tho Dublin Journal. 
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|)ardon the trouble she gives him in favor of a cause of which 
lie has already shewn himself the unsolicited, able and liberal 
champion.'^ 

35 Kil dare-street/^ 

This closing remark of Lady Morgai/s was none of the 
empty compliments which some people are fond of paying to 
their friends through the safe and comparatively irresponsible 
medium of private letters, but which they would shirk from 
stating publicly or in print. A stern sense of sincerity and 
consistency formed one of Lady Morgan’s fairest characteristics. 
Among the notes to the first chapter of Florence M^GartJiy^ it 
is declared that The Freemans Journal is one of the most 
spirited, popular, and best conducted papers in the Empire/’t 

Le Journal de Febats^ the organ of the French Court, was 
the architype from which all the minor revilers of Lady Mor- 
gan took their tone. From these dull plagiaries, in which 
scurrility takes the place of analysis, and flippant assertion is 
substituted for proof, it is gratifying to turn to the more 
important and liberal criticisms of the Joiwnal General, the 
Journal de Paris, Chroniqiie de Paris, Le ConstUutionel, and 
Mercure de Prance. It was to these critiques that Lady 
Morgan, in her letter to Mr. Staunton, refers, and in the 
Freeman^ s Journal of the day they may be found quoted. 
One, from the pen of Benjamin de Constant, the distinguished 
orator, and author of the constitutional party in France, we 
are tempted to transcribe. Constant refutes in detail, and with 
admirable temper, the petulant objections advanced by Lady 
Morgan’s foes. 

^'If,” he writes, ^^shc had represented the French as a 
debased and depraved nation ; if she had lamented over the 


• In the recently published Odd Volume^' of Lady Morgan’s auto - 
biography, Mr. Staunton is twice alluded to, first (p. 149) in a letter 
dated Paris, October 31, 1818, and again in another communication, 
dated March, 1819. 

f It is also one of the oldest newspapers in existence, having been 
started, under the auspices of Brooke and Lucas, on Saturday, 10th 
of September, 1763. In one particular at least they seem to have 
been a century in advance of their time, The directors of the recent 
revolution in the price of newspaper literature, who claim the merit 
of having outstepped the march of progress, will be surprised to hear 
that the original price of the Freeman was one penny only. 



90 


THE FRIENDS^ FOES, AND ADYENTURES 


corruption of raanuer, and the absence of morality and r(‘li- 
gidn ; if, in short, in comparing the existing moment witii 
former epochs, she had presented a touching eulogiuin of the 
Qabelle and the Corvee (of which she does not speak wiili the 
greatest reverence,) it is possible that her work would have hmi 
vaunted as a oliefctmime^ her literary heresies would have been 
passed ever, and every formula of praise wmuld have been em- 
ployed to push her writings into public estimation. But Lady 
M. prefers a Constitutional Government to aibiLrary powm's * she 
elevates Erance, as it now is, above the Eraiice of former times ; 
and these are faults which no virtues can redeem. It has been 
made a serious otiarge against her, that slic has attempted to ex- 
cuse the crimes of the Kevolution. I have read lier work and lliu! 
no ground for such an accusation. Wliercver the Author speaks 
of that period of mourning and of anarchy, the reign of terror, 
her language expresses the indignation with which she is pene- 
trated. Whence tlien can this charge have originated ? It is 
not difficult to discover. Lady M. docs not unite in ilic same 
proscription the genuine lovers of liberty, and those sanguinary 
monsters, who, while invoking its name, were its most bitter 
enemies ; she docs not make it a crime in the Batriots of 1789, 
tliat they were ignorant of the secret of futurity ; she absolves 
Philosophy from the errors of ignorance, ami from tlic excesses 
of faction — and wSiich o])inions arc not to expect toleratioiu 
The distinction she has thus drawn between the partisans of 
license, and the sincere friends of a regulated liberty, docs honor 
to her discernment; it is just, it is true : and it ruf|uires all the 
blindness of thwarted personal interest not to prcccive it, Soeli 
are the opinions of Lady Morgan, and it is in this sense alone 
that she IS ; she will console herself from impu- 

tations thus hazarded, by rcllecting how difficult it is, at certain 
epochs, to ^pQok the tmth, without injuring Interests and shock- 
ing prejudices, which resist all modilLcation or compromise. 
She will console herself, above all, in the conviction, that every 
enlightened and liberal mind will applaud the use she has made 
of her rare talents in the work under consideration/' 

An eminent thinker has saidjiliat wore wo to call everything 
by its right name we should be stoned in the streets ; and the 
reception which Lady Morgan's frank and truthful book met 
with tended to connrm the apothegm. In De Constant ahe 
found a steadfast and able ally. Strong links of friendship 
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contiiuiecl to bind tliem together until the death of the great 
constitutionalist in 1830 broke them up. 

The wholesome truths to which our authoress gave energetic 
expression led to a decision on the part of the then French 
Government, to refuse her re-admission to the country — a 
mandate, which, as we shall see, both Sir Charles and Lady 
M~:gan, conscious of their rectitude, disregarded. 

As soon as the personal excitement and dissipation of 
mind which succeeded the publication of Vranoe had subsided, 
Lady Morgan devoted all her energies to a new national tale, 
with historical features, which under the title of Florence 
McCarthy) appeared a short time afterwards. The best points 
in the native Irish character, with the richest flowers of the 
Irish dialect, were sketched with a masterly hand by Lady 
Morgan ; and there can be no doubt that Banim, Griffin and 
Oarleton drew much of their inspiration in depicting peasant 
life from the same source. Previous to attempting this exceed- 
ingly interesting and erudite novel Lady Morgan, as was her 
wont, saturated her memory with a large amount of reading, 
which bore upon the subject of it. From the late Mr. William 
Monck Mason Lady Morgan received much acceptable 
assistance in this respect. One of the letters which passed 
between these two eminent Irish literary characters w^e 
transcribe as a specimen of the general tone and pur- 
port of their correspondence. For the behoof of the linglish 
reader it may be premised, that Sylvester O’Halloran was an 
Irisli Antiquary and Historian of considerable erudition who 
died in 1807. 


‘^35, Kililare-SL^ Monday Fveniny, [1818.] 


My dear Sir, 

I have done all with Mr. O^IIaUoran that 
mn be done with, and so send him adrift. I have still five 
volumes of yours — would you lend mo, for a few hours, Sir 
llichard Colt Uoarc's Travels?—!, long for a line dry evening 
that I may walk down and drink tea wiili "the lovely Mrs. 
Mason and her old china/ and gossip with you and see your 
great work. 1 always forget to ask you wliether she or you 
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have had my little France, and if not, will you let me lend it 
to you ? 

Yours ever truly, 

Sydney Morgan. 

Would you get one of your Irish scholars to translate tlic 
following elegant j)hrases into Irish, written in Roman charac- 
ters, as I don't read Ogliain with facility : — 

'The Devil go with him.' 'My blessing on him — or on 
you.’ 

‘ I don't speak English.' ' Is that you ?’ ' Where are 

you come from ?’ ' Where have you been ?’ 

What is the meaning of ' miisha,’ a word in frequent us(;, 
and ‘ agusT 

Send me back your own bit of red tape to tic round the 
rest of your books when I return them to you. 

Tell Jane her Chancellor is flash iu the pan, and fi/iZes wclLf 

P.S. — ^Morgan makes mo open his letter to tell Mrs. Mason 
he dies to kiss her hand.” 

Mr Mason’s " great work” to wliich Lady Morgan refers 
as being then upon tlie anvil, was published two years subse- 
quently, under tlie title of The llislorg of the Aiiiiquiim of 
the Collegiate and Cathedral Church of St. Fatriah, Dublin, 
from its Foundation, 1190, to 1819. It contains more inter- 
esting and new matter relating to the life of Dean Swift tlian 
any professed memoir of the great satirist. Rowley Lascclles, 
in the Liber Uibernice (ii. 22) has pronounced an elaborate 
and brilliant eulogium on Mr. Mason’s book. 

The great success of France induced Mr. Colburn to offer 
Lady Morgan a very considerable sum for a similar work on 
Italy. But let us state the proposal, and the circum.stancc 
which led to it, in her own words. The " Odd Volume” of her' 
recently published diary opens with : 

" This morning, as I was on my knees, all dust and dowdy- 
ism, comes the English post— old Colburn — no ! not old at 
all, but young enthusiastic Colburn iu love with ' Eloronce 


• A^s, Anglico, and. 

t It may bo .said that these remarks are too trilling to print. 
Trivial as they are, however, they display some character — E d. 
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Macarthj/ and a little ^ris with the author ! ^ Italy, by Lady 
Morgan he is ^ not touched, but rapt/ and makes a dashing 
offer of two thousand pounds— to be printed in quarto like 
* France’ — but we are to start off ^ immediately/ and I have 
immediately’ answered him in the words of Silemo in 
^ Midas’ — 

Done ! strike hands — 

I take your offer. 

Further on I may fare worse.*' 

From August, 1818, to May, 1819, we find Lady Morgan 
sojourning in London, Paris, and Le Grange, in preparation 
for her journey to Italy, At the great metropolis Lady 
Morgan made the acquaintance of Lady Caroline Lamb, so 
famous for her mad adoration of Byron, her activity in per- 
sonally canvassing the electors of Westminster on behalf of 
her brother-in-law, and for half-a-dozen light fashionable 
novels of which she was the author. The letters of this 
strange woman to Lady Morgan are among the best things in 
that ''Odd Volume” of autobiography which the latter published 
in January, 1859. An idea of their originality may be formed 
from the following passage in a farewell letter to Lady Morgan : 
" you will probably see among the dead i’ some newspaper, 
'Died on her voyage toBonrieberga Hague, L.^ ^ Caroline Lamb, 
of the disease called death, her time being come, id she being a 
predestinarian.’’ The striking portrait of Byron executed for 
Lady Caroline by Sanderson was bequeathed by its owner to 
Lady Morgan. 

Another very remarkable female character with whom, as we 
gather from Lady Morgan’s Diary, she associated closely dur- 
ing her sejour in London when en route for Italy, was the 
eccentric and accomplished lady of whom, as Miss Monckton, 
both Dr. Johnson and Miss Burney have left us some personal 
details, but who in 1818 rejoiced in the high sounding title of 
Lady Cork and Orrery, and Viscountess Dungarvan and 
Kinalmeakey. As illustrative of the eccentricities of this 
personage, we cull a droll entry from Lady Morgan’s Diary. 

" Lady Cork’s fading sight induced her to borrow eyes from 
everybody who dropped in, in the course of the morning ; I 
was frequently on service. One morning slie said in her 
peculiar way, when I asked her how she was, 'Well, child, of 
course I am well, but 1 want you to write me two notes, 1 
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am going to get rid of niy ^age.’ — ' What ! get rid of your 
pet V — ‘ Don't talk, child, but do as I ask you/ So I took up 
my pen, and wrote under her dietatioii, ‘ To the Duchess of 
Leeds. My dear Duchess, this will be presented to you by 
niy little page, whom you admired so the otlier night. He is 
about to leave me; only fancy, he finds my house not religious 
enough for him ! and that he cai/t get to church twice on 
Sundays, I certainly am not so good a Christian as your 
Grace, but as to the Sundays it is n6t true. But I think your 
situation would just suit him, if you are inclined to take him. 
Ever yours, M. Cork and 0.' — ^ Now/ said she, ' fold that up, 
and put on the address, for fear of mistakes. Now my dear, 
begin another to your friend Lady Caroline Lamb, wbo/tis said, 
broke her page's head with a teapot the otlier day.' — ^ A Tory 
calumny/ said 1 ; ^ Lady Caroline was at Brochett the very 
day the adventure was said to have happened at Whitehall/ — ‘ 
^ 1 don't care whether it’s true or not/ said Lady Cork ; ^ all 
pages are the better for having their heads sometimes broken ; 
now write please : 'Dear Lady Caroline, will you come to mo 
to-morrow evening, to my Blue party ? 1 send this by ilmt 
pretty little page whom you admired so, but who, though full 
of talent and grace, is a little imp, who, perhaps, you may 
reform but I cannot, {Par jparenlkese the page just described 
as a little saint was tlie 'little imp' I was now desired to 
proner,) — He is very like that boy you used to take into your 
opera box with you, and was so famous for dressing salad. I 
would not advise you to take him, if 1 did not think he would 
suit you. Ask any one you like to my Blue mrie^ particularly 
Mr. Moore. Yours, in all affection, M. 0. and 0/ Now 
my dear, put that up, and good morning to you/ " 

This signature of M. Cork and Orrery gave rise to an 
amusing equivoque. Having written an order to an upholsterer 
for some valuable article hi his ware-house, she received for 
reply, " D.B. not having any dealings with M. Cork and Orrery 
begs to have a more explicit order, finding that the house is 
not known in the trade.” 

Lady Morgan pays a visit to the opera, which is lit up gaily 
and for the first time, with gas. The fair portion of tiio audi- 
tory, to a ma% inveigh against it because it docs not '‘become” 
the complexion so well as the light of spermaceti. At the 
opera Lady Morgan sees the newly married Duchess of Clarence 
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with her yellow skin, lemon-colored hair, pink eyes and sharp 
features/^ She also goes to Almack^s and criticises there also. 
Bat we prefer to follow her to Paris, where she arrived early 
in 1819 while the angry intrigue to displace the Duke de 
Gazes from his office of first favorite and first minister was at 
its zenith. Denon and La Fayette were in waiting to receive 
the distinguished visitor. The great Q-eneral carries her off 
almost by force to his grand chateau at Le Grange, the picture 
of which as well as of La Fayette's very interesting family has all 
Lady Morgan's felicity and vividness of description. La 
Fayette is very communicative and tells Miladi many curious 
anecdotes, for instance, how he once w^ent to a lal masqu6 at 
the opera with Marie Antoinette upon his arm, the king know- 
ing nothing of it, with other morcemix illustrative of the 
esprit $avenkm in vogue in those days at tlie Court of 
Versailles, and in the head of the haughty daughter of Austria. 

After a most delightful sojourn at Le Grange, passed in the 
society of the hero of two worlds, and of three revolutions, 
Lady Morgan went back to Paris, and met Humboldt, and 
Talma, and Cuvier, and Luchenois, who became constant guests 
at Miladi's saloon, and did with a grace dehonaire for her 
what they would hardly have done to oblige crowned beads. 
With Denon she renewed an old and honorable intimacy. 
Auguste Thierry she notices and caresses as a promising 
young LiteratenrJ^ Carboiiel fascinates Sir Charles and 
Lady Morgan, but espcciully the latter, by his charming voice 
and passion for music ; Auguste De Stael, Corinne's son, also 
figures at Miladi's^’receptions, and speaks English with the 
fluency of a native ; wo are also introduced to the Princess 
Jablonowski, the only woman who was ever the intimate friend 
of Napoleon without being his mistress,'^ Madame do Villetti, 
Voltaire's Belle et Bonne, who made Maladi a freemason, 
Baron Gerard, Jouay, Sismundi, Lacroix, De S6gur, Rochette, 
the vain and gifted d' Arliucourt, Constant, who praised her 
book on France so cordially, Dr. Portail, — all the prettiest 
women in short, and the brightest masculine minds of Paris 
flocked to the Salo7i of our great authoress, and made it quite 
an intellectual Elysium. 

There was one very remarkable French woman, however, 
whoso acquaintance .Lady Morgan bitterly deplored that she 
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had failed to make. 1 had to lament that Madame de Stae! 
had left France at the moment when I entered it ; and 1 was 
tantalized by invitations^ which proposed my meeting her at the 
house of a mutual friend, at the time when imperious circum- 
stances obliged me to return to Ireland. I thus was prevented 
from seeing one of the most distinguished women of the age ; 
from whose works I had received infinite pleasure, and (as a 
woman, I may add) infinite pride.’^ 

But Lady Morgan did not alw^ays act the hostess. Her 
society was generally and eagerlj sought after. Moore, in his 
Diary of October 17th, 1819, records : “ went with Oamac to 
see Sir Charles and Lady Morgan, her success everywdiere as- 
tonishing. Camac was last night at the Countess of Albany^s 
(the pretender^s wife and Alfieri’s) and saw Lady Morgan there 
in the seat of honour, quite the queen of the room. Capponi 
too, one of the great men of Florence, sent an order from 
Genoa to have apartments at the house of his /lommes dl 
affaires ready for her on her arrival there.^^ Moore, who suffered 
from illness at this period, congratulated himself, in the same 
day’s journal, that Sir C. Morgan should have been then in 
Ppis— a circumstance which shews that Moore entertained a 
high opinion of Morgan's skill as a physician. On October 
19th, 1819, Moore was sufficiently recovered to dine ^'wdth 
the Morgans” and to hold an animated philosophical argument 
with Miladi. 

Apropos of her conversational contests there is an amusing 
anecdote related of Mr. Curry, who, in a spirited discussion 
with her Ladyship at length got the worst of it. Our authoress, 
exaggerating the fashion of the day, wore little, or indeed we 
might say, no sleeves whatever to her dress ; and a mere strap 
over her shoulders supported it. Curry was walking aw'ay 
from her little coterie, when she called out, Ah ! come back, 
Mr. Ourr}^^, and acknowdedge that you are fairly beaten.” At 
any rate,” said he turning round, have this consolation, you 
can’t laugh at me in your sleeve.” The portrait prefixed to the 
last edition of the Vild Irish Oirl^ furnishes an idea of Lady 
Morgan’s style of wearing apparel thirty years ago. 

Byron, who had attacked Lady Morgan in one of his notes 
to Ohilde Harold, having heard from Moore that she was 
about to write a record of travels and observations made in 
Italy, laughed disdainfully at the idea. I suspect I know a 
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tiling or two of Italy/^ he adds — more than Lady Morgan 
has picked up in her posting.* What do Englishmen know 
of Italians beyond their museums and saloons and some hack 
* ^ passant? Now I have lived in the heart of their 

houses in parts of Italy freshest and least influenced by stran- 
gers — have seen and become f pars magna fui) a portion of 
their hopes and fears, and passions, and am almost inoculated 
into a family. This is to see men and things as they are.'^^ 
A perusal of the book warned Byron to be henceforth slow in 
judging without ample evidence. Writing to Murray on 
August SSrd, 1821, he observes, in answer to some charges of 
plagiarism : Much is coincidence : for instance Lady Morgan 
(in a really ecocellent book, I assure you, on Italy) calls Yenice 
an Ocean Eome. I have the very same expression in Foscari, 
a d yet you know that the play was written months ago, and 
sent to England 3 the Italy I received only on the 16tli inst.^^ 
Writing to Moore, on the following day, Lord Byron goes on 
to say — By the way when you write to Lady Morgan will 
you thank her for her handsome speeches in her book about 
my books ? I do not know her address. Her v^ork is fearless 
and excellent on the subject of Italy — pray tell her so — and I 
know the country. I wish she had fallen in with me. I could 
have told told her a thing or two that would have confirmed 
her positions.'^^ 

A book of travel more interesting than Italy had not ap- 
peared for many a day. After galloping through the critical 
passage of the Alps Lady Morgan enters upon Piedmont. She 
then sketches with a bright pencil her route through Lombardy, 
Genoa, Piacenza, Parma, Modena, and Bologna, which con- 
cludes the first volume. The second comprehends her more 
interesting tour through Tuscany, Eome, Naples, and Yenice ; 
her chief guide would seem to have been Eustace’s Clamcal 


* In a previous letter to Mr. Murray, Publisher of the Quarterly, 
Lord Byron observes :“With the review slhavebeen much entertained. 
It requires to be as far from England as I am to relish a periodical 
paper properly : it is like soda-water in an Italian summer. But 
what cruel work you make' with Lady Morgan. You should recol- 
lect that she is a woman : though, to be sure, they are now and then 
very provoking : still, as author esses, they can do no great harm,and I 
think it a pity .so much good invective should have been laid out upon 
her when there is such a fine field of us, Jacobin Gentlemen, for you 
to work upon.” 
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To%t, When we remember that the latter work, written by a 
zealous Catholic priest, gave otfence in Italy, it can hardly sur- 
prise that Lady Morgat/s book should have been in these 
days proscribed by the King of Sardinia, the Emperor of 
Austria, and the Pope ; and, as the authoress assures us in 
her preface to Salvator Rosa^ ''it became dangerous to receive 
letters, or to answer thern/^ 

It was Lady Morgan’s fate through life to be obliged to 
contend, single-handed and almost unceasingly, against an or- 
ganised assault of violent bludgeon criticism which had its 
origin in private and political motives, and which, in the case 
of any other woman, would have utterly crushed her. This 
band of desperado critics found an ally in a minor tribe of 
scribes who with pen-stilettos dipped in poison pursued her 
virulently. No doubt the ablest and most influential of the 
former band was the late Eight lion. John Wilson Croker, 
whose voluminous contributions to the Quarterly Review con- 
stituted him a red Indian in critical literature. His memory, 
to adopt the language of Mr. Maddyn, "is buried beneath a 
pyramid of scalps/’ and there let it lie. 

The attack of the Quarterly upon Lady Morgai/a Italy 
(which appeared early in 1821 ) was exceedingly, and most 
characteristically violent. Among other sweej)ing assertions, 
quite unsupported by proof, the reader is informed tliat " Italy 
is a series of offences against good morals, good politics, good 
sense, and good taste, — that " this woman is utterly incorrigi- 
ble,^’ — further, that, " her indelicacy, ignorance, vanity, and 
malignity,’’ " exceed all credence,” — that "every page teems 
with errors of all kinds, from the most disgusting down to the 
most ludicrous/’ and, by way of excuse for not adducing 
proof, the Eeviewer has the cool effrontery to assert, " extracts 
could afford no idea of the general and homogeneous stupidity 
which pervades the work.” A more sparkling or a more 
original raconteuse than Lady Morgan never lived; yet the 
critic would fain persuade his readers of the reverse, and with 
consummate coolness ho speaks of " the narcotic iulluence of 
her prating, prosing, and plagiarism.” In the same breath 
that he censures some alleged coarseness of language on the part 
of Lady Morgan, he falls into the same error liimself, and 
adds : " notwithstanding the obstetric skill of Sir Oliarles 
Morgan, (wlm we believe is a raau-midwife) this bot)k dropt 
all but still-born from the press.” More Billingsgate was 
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probably never stuffed into so siiidl a compass. Tliis unmanly 
attack occupies little more than four pages — a circumstance 
which exhibited the uttet dearth of proof. It was^ in truth, 
all assumption and aS&ertion. As a specimen of the former 
voila : We Suspect that the intended publication of the 

travelleiris wns announced before the joutnOy itself was beghn, 
and that the price of the embryo MS. paid the expenses of 
the travellers/^ 

There appeared almost simultaneously with Italy another 
spirited and caustic, bht^ in the estimation of her friends, a 
somewhat injudicious retaliation by liiady Morgan upon her 
reviewers, under which they must have very keenly winced. 
To out thinking, however, it was the happiest and boldest 
effort of Lady Morgan’s pen, and her friends have every 
reason to be proud of it. This elaborate produc- 
tion the Quarterly noticed in the concluding paragraph of its 
onslaught — a paragraph aS flimsy in argument, as its dimensions 
were meagre. See the Quarterly Review, vol. xxv., p. 629. 

Mr. Croker, knowing that Lady Morgan was sensitive on 
the subject of her age, took a mean revenge by henceforth 
uniformly speaking of her as Mm Oweneon of the eighteenth 
century The subject of the when and where of her birth 
provoked a long discusjsion on the part of that ancient T6ry 
faction to which her whole life was A formidable opposition. 

Crokor/’ observes the Atkmmm, “ issued a commission of 
inquiry — himself inquirer^ jury> and jndge against his brilliant 
countrywoman ; and the pretended discovoriest of that acrimo- 
nious partizan amused the reading and talking world of London 
for a whole season.’’ 


* Mr. Jeafferson, in bis Nooels and Novelists (v.ii.p.379) gravely fol- 
lows Oroker ; ** Lady Morgan's literary career cotnmenOed in the last 
century, years before Byron published aline, or Moore had fascinated 
voluptuaries with Little’s Poems. Her -first volume was a collection 
of short pieces in verse, and was produced ere she had completed her 
14th year.” This little book appeared, as we have seen, in 1801, 
when Sydney Owenson had entered on her 23rd year. 

t Often has the name of Lady Morgan been taken in vain since. 
Bee, for instance, the Universal Lexicon of Leipsic, where, among 
other fictions, it is asserted that *'Lady Morgan, in A fit of disap- 
pointed love, put an end to her life by the aid of her owh cambric 
pocket-handkerchief!” 
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Mr. Croker was proverbially, and often offensively inquisi- 
tive. But in cross-examining Mrs. Clarke, so far back as 
1809, he caught a Tartan TDemanding to know how often 
she had seen Mr. Dowler, the Duke of York's mistress 
retorted : I believe the honourable gentleman can tell pretty 
well ; for his garret- window, very convenient for his prying 
disposition, overlooks my house.’^ Mr. Croker was at this 
time member for Downpatrick. 

The virulence with which Mr. Croker pursued his gifted 
countrywoman was remarkable. To cause her a pang he never 
let an opportunity slip. For instance, in reviewing the 
American Sketches of Mr. Fearon, an English gentleman, who 
had incidentally given a kind word to Lady Morgan, Mr, 
Croker writes : — He grossly libels his fair countrywomen in 
representing them fond of the writings of Lady Morgan. 
From Ida of Athene^ the first of her naonstrous progeny, to 
tliat last souterkin of and immorality, Morence 

McCarthy, they view them all with equal disgust.^' 

In a review of Hazlitt^s Table Talk (v. 26, p. 107) the ra- 
vings of a maniac^^ are applied to the writings of Lady Morgan, 
In vol, xvii. (223) the unmanly epithet, unwomanly brutality’^ 
is affixed to her, while (at p. 264, and Seq.) her alleged 
^'iDlunders, bombast, and falsehood^^ come under Mr. Crokcr's 
lash. The violence of the censure saved her. Mr. Croker 
would seem to have been unaware that temperate criticism, and 
what an eminent writer has termed, understatement, are far 
and away more effective than roaring denunciation. 

The furtherance of the cause of Catholic Emancipation was 
the generous motive which led to all the national tales of 
Lady Morgan ; and it was doubtless the transparency of the 
object, and the influence of the means, which enkindled the 
Tory wrath of Mr. Croker. Her works having been translated 
into several continental languages, the disabilities under which 
Ireland labored were thus published throughout the civilized 
world. It is generally an injudicious course for an author to 
give battle to critics who are almost sure to have the best of it ; 
but the lacerating poignancy of satire, combined with the 
intrepidity of vengeance, with which Lady Morgan retorted 
upon them gave her a decided vantage ground. The admirably 
rich character of Counsellor Con Crawley" in Florence 
McCarthy was at once recognized as John "Wilson Croker ; and 



OF LADY MORGAN. 


101 


Moore has recorded the fact that Croker winced more under 
the caricature than any of the many direct attacks which were 
made upon him. The sixth chapter of Florence McCarthy 
introduces us to the Crawley family: — ever there was a 
period in the history of a country when it might be said, that 
^ Crime gave wealth, and wealth gave impudence,^ ” observes 
Lady Morgan, “ it was that period in the history of Ireland, 
when rebellion, excited for the purpose of effecting an unwel- 
come Union, called forth all the worst passions of humanity, 
and armed petty power with the rod of extermination. The 
wealth, influence, and importance of the Crawley family took 
their date from that memorable and frightful epoch in the 
tragedy of Irish history, w^hich produced both moral and poli- 
tical ruin to a long-devoted country, under every form of 
degradation, of which civilized society is susceptible. Previous 
to that period, the three brothers had remained buried in the 
obscurity which belonged to their social and intellectual medi- 
ocrity. The eldest. Darby Crawley, the country attorney, found 
his highest dignity in being the factotum of the two Barons 
Pilzadelm, the agent of their embarrassed property, on which 
he lent them money saved by his father in their service, until 
the little that remained of the estate fell into his hands. 
Through the interest of his employer, he had been put into 
the commission of the peace: the year 1798 found him a 
magistrate, and fortune and his meriU had done the rest. The 
second brother, whose gravity was mistaken for ability by his 
father, (the illiterate land-bailiff of the Pitzadelms) was made 
a gentleman by the patent of a college education, and the legal 
degree of barrister-at-law. He had plied in the courts with an 
empty green bag, and more empty head, year after year with 
fruitless vigilance, till his energy, in the melancholy prosecu- 
tions produced by the rebellion, obtained him notice, patronage, 
place, and a silk gown.” 

But let us pass on to chapter the sixteenth, where Lady 
Morgan figures as Lady Olaucare, and some of Counsellor 
Con’s flippant criticisms find expression. 

I think/' said Lord Frederick, taking his coffee, and throwing 
himself on a divan, near Lady Georgiana, we all appear to be 
buried in the tomb of the Oapulets. I had no idea the divine Mar- 
cheaa meant to consign us all to such immortal dulness. We are 
already almost reduced mx muets interpretes, and shall gradually fall 
into the eloquent silence of that round-e}'ed, tongue-tied, Lady Clan- 
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care, who par parenthese looks as if she were extracting us all for hei* 
common-place book, and will doubtlesss bring us out in hot. press, 
sans dire gar /" 

“ I doubt she will ever bring out anything half so good,” said 
Conway Crawley : ** as yet that is not in her line ; she has had too 
few opportunities of studying fashionable life to attempt anything in 
that way. Her position here, at least, is so extremely obscure, that 
I believe the castle of Dunore is the first fine house in the country into 
which she was ever admitted.’^ 

** And,” said Miss Crawley, smiling, and in spite of her former 
discomfiture, unable to contain her acrimonious spirit, and perhaps 
it may be her last,” 

Her principles,” continued young Crawley, as disseminated in 
her * National Tales,* as she calls them, are sufficient to keep her out 
of good society here.” 

** I thought I had heard you say, Mr. Crawley,” observed Mr. 
Daly, “ that you did not know Lady Olancare was an author.’* 

** I did not till this morning,'* said Crawlc 7 , a little confu.sed. 
** When Lady Dunore mentioned the titles of her works, and the 
initials representing the author's name, I recollected having looked 
over those tomes of absurdity and vagueness, of daring blasphemy, 
of affectation, of bad taste, bombast, and nonsense, blunders, igno- 
rance, jacobinism, falsehood, licentiousness,* and impiety, which it 
now seems are the effusions of the pseudo Lady Clancare.” 

y oung Crawley, already flushed with wine, grew still more red 
with rage as he spoke. 

Oh, my dear Mr. Crawley,'* interrupted Lord Frederick, with 
unusual vivacity, aay no more, or you will make us in lovo with the 
author and her work together ; for, really, a book that could com- 
bine all these terrific heterogeneous qualities, and yot be road, must 
be very extraordinary : pour h mains** 

Very extraordinary indeed,*' said Mr. Daly, considering that 
with all those vices and faults, they have been so read, and bought, 
as to realize an independence for their author, and enable her to carry 
on a suit which has deprived the elder Mf* Crawley of his dear 
Olotnottyjoy. It would at least appear, that in spite of professional 
criticism, the public are always with her.** 

'' Oh, her flippant and arrogant ignorance has its market,” returned 
Conway Crawley, “and the sylpbed Mias M*Carthy, the elegant 
Lady Olancare, is, in fact, a mere bookseller's drudge. Iler 
impudent falsehoods, and lies by implication, the* impious jargon of 

this mad woman, this audacious worm ” 

“Are you speaking of Lady Olancare, sir ?” said General Fitz- 
waiter, who had been talking to De^^d Adolm, but who now turned 


* This was a most singular and happy anticipation of a judgment of 
the Quarterly Ueinew, Exactly eleven years afterwards, in a violent 

diatribe on Maynooth (v, 37> p- 484) the 0*$rms and O^Flahertys 
is referred to as “ a strange farrago of ignorance, liceptiouaneas, and 
Jacobinism.’'-— Fd. 
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shortly round upon young Crawley, with a tone and look that stunned 
the hardy railer ; are you applying such language to a woman — to 
any woman ?’’ 

Counsellor Crawley, who was physically timid, shrinks back 
abashed, and takes up a book ; while the marchioness enters 
leaning upon Lady Clancare^s arm. We have had a delicious 
walk of some miles, said Lady Dunore sinking into a chair and 
calling for coffee ; while Lady Clancare modestly took her seat 
rather behind than beside, so as just to raise her face over the 
back of Lady Dunore^’s chair, in a position equally shy, and 
observing. For a moment she attracted every eye, and all 
sought to trace in her countenance some indication of the 
audacious lying, profligate, ignorant, and pretending Jacobin.’^ 

It was certainly a far fetched charge to accuse Lady Morgan 
of Atheism; and yet with this repulsive crime, the Tory 
lleviewers repeatedly upbraided her. How they could venture 
to advance an accusation so startling in the face of such ample 
irrefragable evidence to the contrary, will not fail to surprise 
modern notions of honour, gallantry and justice. Few writers 
made finer, or more impressive appeals and allusions to the 
Deity than Lady Morgan. Gracious heaven 1” she exclaims ; 
'' Is it for man, weak man, trembling in the consciousness of his 
own imbecility, to bear down upon his weaker brother? And 
should not every sluice of pity and toleration, be opened in his 
bosom for the fallibility of that creature whose nature he wears, 
in whoso frailties he participates, and to whose errors he is 
liable P Atoms as we are, in the boundless space of creation ! 
surrounded by mystery, involved in uncertainty, knowing not 
from whence we came, or whither we shall go, beings of an in- 
stant ; with all our powers, all our energies hastening to de- 
cay I Is it for us to assume the right of empire, and refuse 
that mercy to others, which we all look for in common to Him, 
who is Himself perfection P"' 

In tlie sixteenth of her Tatriotic ShUJies, she says '' that 
the rigid principles of Oalvinistic faith may condemn the Irish 
peasant for indulging in harmless recreation after Mass on 
that day peculiarly devoted to the Being who made it the 
sacred season of his own repose ; but whether the happy over- 
flowings of a cheerful humble heart, blest and blessing in the 
short sweet season of its transient felicity, or the sombre medi- 
tation of systematic piety, according to the letter of the law, is the 
incense that ' smells sweetest to heaven,' it is for Him alone to 
judge to whom all hearts are known." Her reflections in the 
nineteenth sketch, “on the infringements of these rights which 
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hold their sacred charter from the voice of Nature’s God,’^ are 
not less touching. 

'For year after year this amiable and accomplished woman 
continued to be branded as an atheist in religion, and a latitu- 
dinarian in morals. ^‘No matter with what ability slanderous 
attacks may be refuted/’ says Jerdan, ‘‘some of the dirt is sure 
to stick to you."” Lady Morgan’s case was no exception to the 
apothegm. Even since she has tranquilly passed into eternity 
there has been no disinclination in some quarters to fasten the 
guilt of infidelity on her life and soul. But no charge can 
possibly be more base or baseless. .We have taken some 
trouble to be able to disprove it ; and it is with no small 
pleasure that we find ourselves in a position to state, on the 
authority of a lady who possessed the friendship and confidence 
of Lady Morgan, that the great authoress never allowed a day 
to pass over without reading a chapter from the Sacred Scriptures. 
Indeed, Lady Morgan^s acquaintance with the Bible can be 
doubted by none who read fFoman and her Master, the Con- 
troversy with Cardinal Wiseman, and the preface to T/ie 
O^Briens and the O'Flahertys, not to speak of many other 
productions of her pen. fFoman and her Master displays 
almost as thorough an intimacy with the Sacred Volume as 
the writings of Locke or Whately. But to shew how strongly 
the virulently fostered impression continues to exist even in 
quarters usually the best informed on all matters appertaining 
to literature, we shall cull a paragraph from a letter addressed 
to the waiter of these pages by one of the first of living reviewers. 

“ Bor private reasons I avoided knowing Lady Morgan ; but 
critically I am acquainted with all her points. She had an 
immense amount of brass and brilliancy ; and was a very 
striking person in her way, but I always recoiled from her as a 
sort of female Voltaire, reared in a province, and fed on potato 
diet. She did not appreciate the hereditary Puritanism of the 
Irish Protestants, among whom she was born and bred, and she 
had no sympathy with the far descended traditional religion of 
the Catholics of Ireland. She scoflTed and scorned, and ran- 
sacked the Branch salons in a wearisome way ; but she had 
spirit, play of fancy, and as a novelist she pointed the way to 
Lever, whose precursor she was. The rattling vivacity of tlie 
Irish character; its ebullient spirit, and its wrathful eloquence 
of sentiment and language, she well pourtrayed ; one can smell 
the potheen and turf smoke even in her pictures of a boudoir. 
Her attack on Croker was very clever, and Imd much effect in 
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its dnv. It is written on the model of the Irish school of 
invective furnished by Flood and Grattan.'’ 

With the exception of Mr. Croker, Lady Morgan never 
made a private enemy by the many satirical and singularly 
happy sketches or real life and men, of which she was the 
author. No writer in our opinion/' observes the Illustrated 
London News ^^ever hit off the Lords and Ladies of the Alinacks 
of that day with a vein of humour happier; and it is no 
slight proof both of the fair and impartial generalisation with 
which she chose her characters, and of the inoffensive though 
piquant style of her portraiture, that the caricatures in which 
so many of their best friends might have recognised some of 
their traits never were received as personalities, never were 
known to give offence, never diminished by one member the 
happy circle which loved to crowed round the gifted artist." 

The malignity with which the band of desperado critics, 
licaded by Croker, pursued this brilliant woman knew not where 
to stop. In January, 1822, the influence of the great Tory 
])laceman so far prevailed, that the opinion of the notorious 
Orange Attorney General, Saurin, with that of his colleague, the 
Solicitor General, were taken whether the Lord Lieutenant of 
Ireland had any power to confer the honour of knighthood; 
and both gave it as their decided opinion, that since the Union 
no such right has existed. The object is said, wTietlier rightly 
or wrongly, to have been the dethronement of Ladies Morgan 
and Clarke. A copy of the opinion was sent to Lord Wellesley, 
as announced in the Gentleman’s Magazine of the dtiy ; but 
the question, it would seem, fell into abeyance. Among those 
whose honours were declared to be null and void by the law 
officers of the crown in 1822, were Sir Arthur Clarke, (brother- 
in-law^ to Lady Morgan) Sir E Iward Stanley, Sir Thomas 
Whelan, Sir Charles Morgan, Sir John Steveniron (Moore’s 
colleague,) Sir Thomas Moriarty, and Sir William Betham. 
The latter, however, was a staunch Conservative ; and if the 
design of the Tories were really to bring the Morgans and 
Clarkes to the dust, some friends must necessarily have perished 
in the debris. It is, w’e think, hardly creditable to the late 
l^ord JeflVey, who professed to conduct the Edhibimjk Review 
on tliorouglily liberal principles, that he should not have made 
some effort to sustain our authoress against the truculent attacks 
of its critical rival and political foe, the Quarterly, Yet Jeffrey 
held his peace. Tlie contemptuous silence which he observed 
8 
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towards Lady Morgan, was if possible more damaging tlian tlie 
censure which no one knew’ how to wield with more telling 
effect. At length in July, 1824, the Minlmgh Reyieiv broke 
silence on the subject; and the very first allusion to our 
authoress, under her maiden or married name, which found 
expression in the great Whig RsvieWf occurs in an exceedingly 
acrimonious critic|ue, on her lAfe of SalvcitoT Soss. Ihis, if 
not as complete as it might be, is surely a very fascinating art- 

biography. t I 

The next glimpse which the readers of the EiimimtTgh 
Review obtain of Lady Morgan is in the year 1825, when her 
Alsenteeism apparently furnishes the critic with a theme. But 
the paper is a mere statistical disquisition on absentees ; and 
the name of Lady Morgan is mentioned once only, and tliat 
with neither praise or censure. For many years after no further 
notice is taken by the Edinburgh Eevieio of the labors of 
Lady Morgan. 

The reason which induced Lady Morgan to select tlie Iitc ot 
Salvator Kosa in preference to that of other, perhaps rnoro 
illustrious, Italian Painters was the peculiar character ol the 
man, rather than the extraordinary merits of tlie artist. But 
thouglj enthusiastically admiring the works of tins great 
Neapolitan master, she estimated still more in'ghly the qualities 
of the Italian Patriot who stood in the foreground of times not 
the most forward or tolerant, and in the teeth of persecution openly 
and fearlessly declared his sentiments. Rosa possessed a power- 
ful intellect, bound by strong philosophical sinews, much deep feed- 
ing, with awild and gloomy imagination, which came forth oven in 
his most petulant sketches and careless designs. Lady Morgan 
having found during her Italian rcsoarchcs tliat balvator llosa s 
life had been greatly misrepresented, and strongly denounced, 
undertook the somewhat Quixotic task of combating tbeso 
strictures, and in doing so, she obtained no thanks iroui tlio 
Roman Catholic party, and much abuse from the Conservatives. 

In this, as in other works which prcceihui it, Lady Morgan 
expressed sentiments which, however creditable as strongly 
favouring liberty, were perhaps more or less open to objection 
in consequence of the intemjiorutc language wliich sometimos 
clotlied them. " The strong national enthusiasm of childhood,’' 
observes Mr. II. F. Chorley, a friend of Lady Morgan, “atonco 
somewliat indiscrinunato in its warmth and limited in its scope, 
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will be seen to have ended in fearless and decided political 
partisanship, in the espousing of ultra liberal doctrines, abroad 
as well as at liome.’^ But let us hear Lady Morgan’s vindica- 
tion. For myself at least/’ she writes in her preface to the 
last edition of O'Donnell ^^born and dwelling in Ireland amidst 
ray countrymen and their sufferings, I saw, and I described, I 
felt, and I pleaded ; and if a political bias was ultimately 
taken, it originated in the natural condition of things, and not 
in ^ malice aforethought’ of the writer.” 

Adsenteeism, which was published by Colburn in 1825, and 
met with a large sale, had previously appeared in detached 
papers through the medium of the New MontMy Magazine. 
Written in that style of flowing energetic eloquence which 
characterised all the productions of the Irish de Stael, the 
work bears ample testimony of her love of fatherland, deep 
research, extensive reading, play of fancy, and piquancy 
of satire. The peculiar bent of Lady Morgan’s mind, however, 
inevitably imparted a picturesque turn to her ideas, and induced 
her to view the subject less as an economist, than as a poet 
and a woman. To this graceful performance Sir Charles 
Morgan contributed a soundly studied and elegantly written 
preface. 

In her exertions to promote Catholic enfranchisement Lady 
Morgan found in Sir Charles a zealous and most efficient ally. 
During the twvmty years which this gifted and amiable man 
spent in Ireland, he devoted a considerable portion of his time, 
talents, and means to furthering the Catholic cause. Like tlie 
ancestors of the Geraldines, he soon became more Irish than 
the Irish themselves. He advocated the cause of the people 
and their religion not only in the public journals, but in the 
reviews and periodicals of the time: he loved civil and religious 
liberty with enthusiastic ardour, and his house, both in 
Dublin and London, was alw’ays open to sufferers in that cause 
from whatever land they came.* 


* A writer has advanced the opinion that Sir Charles was of humble 
and impoverished extraction. Nothing can he more erroneous. Lady 
Morgan refers in her diary to her husband’s aunt, “ a wealthy old Lady 
de Province, who has more than once turned the scale of an election, and 
who boasts of her illustrious race as being descended from Morgan the 
buccaneer, and sister to the brave General Morgan in India.” U'he old. 
lady seems to have been a decidedly strong-minded woman. A gang of 
burglars having broken into her house she went alone to see what was 
the matter, and having found a fellow getting out at the window, she 




108 THE FRIENDS, FOES, AND ADVKNTDRKS 

Sir Charles Morgan was an able and researcliful, as well as 
an eloquent writer. That the knight’s prestige was not purely 
locn.1 is evidenced by the fact that his PhilosopJij of 
FMlosophi/ of Morals were translated into Frencli by the Count 
de Tracy, an eminent metaphysician, and into Italian by another 
hand equally competent. To Lady Morgan’s books of travcd 
in France and Italy, Sir Charles contributed the chapters on 
law, medical science, and statistics. But his views on religion 
were unfortunately not as orlliodox as might be desired. Ilis 
sentiments had a decided tendency to materialism ; and some 
of his metaphysical interpolations in the writings of Lady 
Morgan, drew her into not a few difficulties. 

The house occupied by Sir Charles and Lady Morgan during 
their long sojourn in Ireland, was number 35 Kiidarc-street, 
opposite the great ari.stocratic Club which takes its name from 
that thoroughfare. It is a long and showy house exteriorly ; 
but not possessing any back rooms the imposing appearance of 
size which it presents to tlie passer-by is, in a great degree, 
deceptive. The small portico which still shelters the hall-door 
was erected by the Morgans. 

In this agreeably situated mansion there was regularly held 
for a long series of yeans, a still more voluminous series of 
most delightful and .select literary reunion.s, which arc remem- 
bered by the, surviving favored few who had the privih'go of 
access, ‘witii enthusiastic feelings of pride and pleasure. A. 
constant gue.st was the brilliant, eccentric, and almost lorgotteii 
Oliarlcs llobert Maturiu. Domestic sorrows and pecuniary 
reverses threw a gloom over tlio latter years of his existence ^ 
and, as a coiitomiiorary record informs us, every inducement 
failed to make him desert his melancholy hearth save the 
intellectual circle which Lady Morgan* illmninalod by her 
sparkling wit, or the romantic solitudes of Wicklow wherein 
some of his richest veins of inspiration had been caught in 
happier bygone days. Among those who figured at Lady 
Morgan’s conversazioni were, Khcil, Curran, Lords Cloncurry, 
Clmidemont, Dunsany, and Miltown, Hamilton Ilowan, Thomas 
Moore, Edward Moore, Judge Fletcher, North, Finlay, Kirwan 


cauglit him by tho log, and hold him until slio examined every feature 
in luB face so as to bo able to swear to him. .Her friendB advised her not 
to prosGcute lost the bIioiiUI avcojuiG It^ hut sho oxchiiinod, ** JuHtioo 
isjustico, and the villain s/ia// bo ImngiHl.’* ^ 

’ Obituary Skotcli of Maturin, Gendmans Magazine^ Jan., IB^5. 



OF LADY MOllOAN. 


109 


the great chemist Chief Baroxi Woulfe^ Staunton, Hartstonge, 
Berwick, Corry, and the accomplished kinswomen of the 
hostess. Lady and the Misses Clarke. The rising artistic 
talent of Ireland received constant attention from Lady 
Morgan. Comerford, and Mulrennin, then a very young man, 
were constant guests. The promise of eventual eminence in 
his profession, which the latter at that early period exhibited, 
is noticed by Lady Morgan in her Booh of the Boudoir, Kir- 
wan, to whom we have alluded, was a man of eccentric and 
methodical habits. In declining one of Lady Morgan^s invita- 
tions he urged, as an excuse, that it was not shaving day. 

These evening meetings at the house of Lady Morgan ren- 
dered it a complete centre of Opinion in Dublin, and wre not 
without influence in promoting the Catholic cause. Here the 
Catholic leaders invariably learned the latest and most authentic 
news of Cabinet thoughts, divisions, and difficulties. Lady 
Morgan maintained a correspondence with some of the most 
influential political personages ; and the substance of their 
letters frequently oozed out, and shaped the course of the 
democratic leaders accordingly. In Mr. Torrens M'Cullagb^s 
Life of Sheil wx-) have some illustrations of this fact. For 
instance, ^^It happened that one evening at the house of Lady 
Morgan, a letter from Mr Hyde Viiliers to his brother (the 
present Earl of Clarendon), then Commissioner of Customs in 
Dublin, was shewn to Mr. Woulfe. It presented anew the 
considerations stated by Lord Anglesey ; and coming from 
otie who W’as believed to be aware of the feelings and sentiments 
of the government, it carried no little weight. The contents 
of the letter were communicated to Mr. Sheil, who invited a 
second party to meet at dinner the following evening.'' 

A poetical squib of the day casually refers in so humorous a 
way to tliese evening receptions of Miladi," as Denon and 
La Fayette called lier, that we are tempted to jot down the 
entire stanza from memory. 

Och Dublin City, there is no doubtin’, 

Bates every city upon the say ; 

’Tis there you’d hear O’Connell spoutin’, 

An’ Lady Morgan raakin’ tay ; 

For ’tis the capital o’ the finest Nation, 

Wid charmin’ pisantry upon a fruitful soa, 

Fightin* like divils for conciliation, 

An* hatin' each other for the love of God.” 

Auld lang seyne" was not forgotten, and to the political 
reunions of the Marquis of Abcrcurn, wdiu now resided almost 
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exclusively at Beutley Priory, Middlesex, Lady Morgan was 
frequently and cordially invited. Bentley Priory was, at Ine 
period of which we write, a centre of politics and fashion ; and 
while similar receptions at its great rival, Holland House, wore 
an exclusively Whig complexion, those at Lord Aborcorns 
were of a much more mixed and general character. The social 
intercourse between chiefs of parties which subsisted at Bentley 
Priory, contributed much to soften public and political n^peri- 
ties. Many of Lady Morgan's writings not only received their 
inspiration at Bentley Priory, but were absolutely penned in 
the midst of the exalted and fastidious circle of guests which 
the Marquis of Abercorn had gathered around him. ^ The Mta- 
mnary^ of which we have already spoken, was written under 
such circumstances; and not a few grave statesmen, uken- 
thralled, for a few weeks, from the cares and turmoil of office, 
loungingly abandoned themselves to the luxury of listening to 
Lady Morgan, as she read aloud her exciting and wildly ro- 
mantic story of Th^ MwionuTy* Among those present 
Lord Aberdeen, Lord Castlereagli, Lord Pipon (then Mr. Ro- 
binson, M.P.), Lord Palmerston, the Dalco of Devonshire; 
and on another similar occasion, the Princess of Wah^s, tlio 
Due de Bern’, and the cx-King of Sweden. 1( is a remarkable 
fact that Lord Castleroagh, thou Secretary for Eoreign Allaira, 
was so lascinated by Lady Morgan, and her frail Mkmnaryj 
that lie oflcrcd to accompany the young authoress to town, and 
having sent for Mr. Stockdalc ol Pall Mall, the work was ab- 
solutely disposed of to that publisher in the study of Lord 
Castlereagli. The good nature of this distinguishod statesman 
was the more remarkable as Lady Morgan liad repeatedly, mid 
forcibly, denounced the Legislative Union, of whicli he was in 
a great degree tlie author, as corrupt and calamitous, atroeiona 
in its principle, ami abominable in its moans. 

^a.ady Morgan's anecdotes of this brilliant period of her 
varied life," observes one who know her well, '‘ were told with 
a gracefulness and tact always favourable to the illustrious per- 
sons with whom she was then associated, and if she much ex- 
tenuaied she 'set down nought in malice,'" 

In Ireluncl, at the viceregal drawingrooms of tlie Marquis 
and Marcbioncss Wellesley, Lady Morgan frequently figiired. 
''Hero it was," writes one who participated in llio Castle festi- 
vities, here it was that 1 saw Lady Morgan for the lirst tiim* ; 
and as I had long pictured Imr to my imagination as a sylph- 
like person, nothing could equal my aHtonishment when the 
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celebrated autlioressj in ^propria persona^ stood before me. 
She certainly formed a strange figure in the midst of that daz- 
zling scene of beauty and splendour. Every female present 
wore feathers and trains ; but Lady Morgan scorned both ap- 
pendages. Hardly more than four feet high^ with a slightly 
curved spine, uneven shoulders and eyes, Lady Morgan glided 
about in a close cropped wig, bound by a fillet or solid band 
of gold, her face all animation, and with a witty word for every- 
body. I afterwards saw her in the dress circle at the theatre. 
She was che*ered enthusiastically. Her dress was different from 
the former occasion, but not less original. A red Celtic cloak, 
formed exactly on the plan of Gren-nille^s, fastened by a rich 
gold fibula, or Irish Tara Brooch, imparted to her little lady- 
ship a gorgeous and withal a picturesque appearance, which 
antecedent associations considerably strengthened.’’" 

Our correspondent speaks of the unevenness of Lady Mor- 
gan’s eyes. Though not perfectly straight, however, they were 
remarkably large, lustrous, and electrical. 

The great secret of Lady Morgan’s remarkable longevity, 
unflagging spirits, and unfading memory to the last, was doubt- 
less traceable to the care with which, from her earliest days of 
authorcraft, she abstained from overtasking the brain, or mak- 
ing a toil of a pleasure. She never wrote to exhaustion, or 
drained the cup of inspiration to the dregs. For each hour of 
hard labour she took two for relaxation ; and in every accessible 
bit of frolic and festivity she participated with hearty raciness 
and abandon. For instance, at the gay fancy ball given in 
Dublin by the Lady Mayoress in 1818 , (a newspaper report of 
which lies before us) Lady Morgan is announced as supporting 
with her wonted vivacity and talent’" the part of a French 
Flower Girl.” Sir Charles Morgan sustains the character of 
a French Peasant, Sir Arthur Clarke that of an old Grand- 
mamma,” Lord Cloncurry a Friar, General Cockburne, Sir 
Peter Teazle; superband tasteful dominos^'" Lords Char- 
lemont and Caulfield ; a Bogwood Man, Mr. Peter Burrowes, 
and the Merry Wives of Windsor,"" Mesdaraes Crampton and 
Bushe. 

Lady was probably iiiduced as much by a sense of 

duty, as by inclination, to participate in every accessible source 
of gaiety and excitement in Dublin. For how could she be 
reasonably expected to depict scenes with accuracy of which 
she had not ocular demonstration and experience? Whether/" 
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it has been justly observed by a coDtcmporary critic, wlietlier 
it is a review of volunteers in the Phocnix-park, or a parly at 
the Castle, or a niascjuerade, a meeting of United Trishmen, a 
riot at the Dublin Theatre, or a pig-day at Bog Moy — -in 
every change of scene and situation our authoress wields the 
pen of a ready writer/^ 

The volunteer review in the Phcenix-park under the au- 
spicesof the Dukeof Bclvoir (Rutland) to whicliLady Morgai/s 
critic alludes as an able and graphic sketch, may be found in 
the third chapter of The O'Briens and the 0^ Flahcrf>p» 
This unctuous Irish novel in four volumes, was published by 
Colburn in November 1887, and as Lady Morgan, throughout 
its [)agos, espoused tlie cause of the oppressed people with re- 
newed ardour while mercilessly lasliing the ascendancy party, it 
may well be supposed that the sluices of Tory invective were 
])romptly let loose upon her. Although the Jesuits received 
some keen strokes of satire from the pen of Lady Morgan in 
The O'Briens and the O' Flahevtije^ the work may be said to 
have had for its objecl; the Civil Emancipation of Irish Oatho- 
licism. Never were labours more thoroughly disinterested. 

In again presenting an Irish novel to the public,'" wrote 
Lady Morgan, I hope lam not doing a foolish thing: and 
yet 1 feel, that as far as my own interests are concornod, I am not 
doing a wise one. To live in Ireland and to write for it, is to live 
and write poitpuird snr gorge ; for there is no country where it is 
Jess possible to be useful with impunity, or where the pemilty on 
patriotism is levied with a more tyrannous exaction. Called, 
however, to the ground by the sarcasms of enemies, and by 
the counsels of friends, I venture forth once more, with some- 
thing less perhaps of intrepidity, than when J Mleshed my 
maiden sword^ under the banners of 'The Wild Irish Girl j" 
but in the full force of that true female quality, over which 
time holds no jurisdiction— perseverance. 

" I anticipate ufjon this, as upon similar occasions, that I 
shall be accused of unfeminintf presumption in ' meddling 
with politics/ but while so many of my countrywomen 
'meddle" with subjects of much higher importance while 
missionary misses and proselyting peeresses affect to 'stand 
instead of God, amongst the eliiltirou of men,^ may not I bo 
permitted, under the influence of merely human sympathies^ 
to interest myself for human wrongs; to preach ni my way 
on the ' evil that hath come upon .my people/ and to Might 
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with gentle words, till time brings friends/ in that cause, 
which made Esther eloquent, and Judith brave ? For love of 
country is of no sex. It was by female patriotism that the 
Jews attacked their tyrants, and * broke down their stateliness 
by the hands of a woman / and who, (said their enemies,') 
'would despise a nation which Jiad amongst them such 
wmmen r 

The epoch which Lady Morgan selected for illustration had 
been hitherto untouched, and possessed deep interest in a 
national point of view as embracing events wdiich prepared the 
Eebellion and accomplished the Union. An epoch of transi- 
tion between the ancient despotism of brute force, and the 
dawning reign of public opinion, it was characterized by the 
supremacy of an oligarchy, in whom the sense of irresponsible 
power had engendered a contempt for private morals, as fatal 
as their own political venality. 

" The portraiture of such an epoch,” she goes on to say, '4s 
curious from its evanescence, and consolatory by comparison 
wnth the present times, — times the most fatal to faction, and 
favourable to the establishment of equal rights, which Ireland 
has yet witnessed. It may also serve as a warning to a large 
and influential portion of the public, which has yet to learn, 
that to advocate arbitrary government, is to nourish moral 
disorder. In the ranks of intolerance, are to be found many, 
who make the largest pretensions to purity of principle, and 
to propriety of conduct. Should any such deign to trace, ia 
the following pages, a picture of manners, far below the pre- 
valent tone of refinement now assumed as the standard of good 
company, it may diminish their confidence in their favourite 
political maxims, to remark, that all wdiich has been thus 
gained for society, has been obtained by a progressive aban- 
donment of the system they advocate.” 

And liere we must interrupt Lady Morgan for tlie purpose 
of protecting her memory from an unworthy imputation that 
has often been cast upon it. We shall say nothing of the 
cavils of sundry eplierneral critics, but there is one statement 
in a wmrk of standard authority which certainly demands a 
protest. Speaking of Lady Morgan's O'Donnell^ Florence 
MacCarUi^j and The O^Briens and the 0^ Flaherty Chambers^ 
Cyclopedia of English Literaiwe, (v. ii. 581) says : " One 
complaint against these Irish sketches was their personality, 
the authoress indicating that some of her portraits at the 
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Viceregal Court, and these moving in the ' best society^ of 
Dublin, were intended for well known characters/^ But Lady 
Morgan, it seems, went out of her way to declare the contrary 
and to prevent the possibility of misconception. The {per- 
sonages introduced on the scene,'’ she observes in her preface 
to The G^Briens and the O Flaherty e, are those whicli 

belong to the times described. They are alike necessary to 
the vraisemilance of the story, and to the fidelity of the por- 
trait ; and ' I beseech, very heartily, at my desires, my requests, 
and my petitions,' the zealots of party spirit, and the purvey- 
ors of private scandal, to refrain from the application of my 
characters to their own purposes ; and from the fabrication of 
false ' keys/ by which their petty larceny has heretofore at- 
tempted to rob me of the little merit of that ^ fearlessness' 
with which I have held the mirror up to nature, without sub- 
terfuge and without evasion. May I be permitted here to 
observe, that with the exception of those public characlers, 
whose delineation was almost a plagiarism, and whose pecu- 
liarities arose out of the political state of Ireland, and mm 
necessary to the display of its story, I have drawn none but 
such as represent a class, or identify a genus. Even my 
Ladies Llamberis and Dunore were illustrations, not individuals. 
They were intended to represent the spoiled children of high 
society in all ages, from the charming Duchesso de Maine, 
with her inimitable il r^y a que moi qm ai toiyoure to 

the modern mistresses of supreme ho7i — all alike the 
creatures of circumstances the most unfavourable to moral 
consistency. However, I may have fallen h main hame on 
popes and potentates, — taken the field against Austria, to 
' hang a calf's skin on those recreant limbs,' and put forth 
my protocol against the Holy Alliance, I have held private life 
sacred, and have religiously abstained from bringing forward a 
single anecdote or circumstance incidental to the life of any 
private individual. The only ^key,' therefore, that I ac- 
knowledge, is that which is to be found in the great repository 
of human nature. 

An rede^ I grieve, that in self-defence, I must \iound tlm 
self-love of those ' walking ladies and gentlemen,' wlio aflect 
to tremble lest *Lady Morgan should put them into her 
book,' — by droppirig into their * unwilling ears' iiie secret 
that tout bou n'ed jpae bon k fake Mercun. Like Macbeth, 

' I cannot strike at wretched kernes / and not even for the 
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benefit of a puffing ' key’ would I transfer to * my book’ 
the obscure insignificance and flippant pretension that bore 
and worry me in society. I also take the opportunity of 
averting the wrath of half the fair Bureaucratie of Ireland, 
roused by my palpable hit at a certain red velvet gown, in 
Florence Macarthy (for of the genuine aristocracy of rank or 
wit, I have no cause to complain), by informing those whom 
it may concern, that the said red velvet gown belonged to a 
person, with whom I had every right to take every liberty — 
even to the libellous extent of ‘ putting her into my book,’ 
when, where, and how I pleased, — that is, to myself.” 

The O'Briens and the O' JBlahertys^ although professedly 
a fiction, was really a work of some historical importance, and 
may be safely consulted in many of the details by statistic or 
historic writers. We learn, for instance, from Moore’s Diary 
(vii. 19li) that General Corbet assured Moore that the account 
of his escape from Kilmainham, as given by Lady Morgan in 
this novel, was remarkably accurate in the leading particulars. 
The foot notes contained many rich, and but little known 
moTceaux of Irish history. There are some tastes which the 
style of the work may not always please, but with its aim no 
critic^ however cavilling, could well quarrel The O'Briens, 
and the O' Flaherty s,^ in common with its predecessors, ex- 
hibits a somewhat inconsistent love for republicanism and 
aristocracy. 

The great 0 Novel, as they called it, was not received with 
much favour by the English reviews ; and on one severe cri- 
tique in the Literary Gazette a most important event in the 
annals of modern literature hinged. Lady Morgan’s new novel 
having been noticed with strong animadversion by that Journal 
(which had for many years previously wielded potent influence 
in the world of letters, and as a weekly critical organ enjoyed 
a thorough monopoly) her publisher, Mr. Colburn, took great 
offence at it, and in conjunction with the late James Silk 
Buckingham, he started the Athenceum. Mr. Orme, in a private 
letter to William Jordan, the then Editor of the Literary 
Gazette, speaks of this very indiscreet article,” and adds : 

In confidence allow me to state to you, that overtures have 
been made to the house respecting a weekly literary journal 
by one of the first publishing and carrying houses in the trade, 
who, in conjunction with others of equal power, have deter- 
mined to support such a paper, being careful that it is con- 
ducted with ability, discretion, and impartiality,” 
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Mr. Jerdaii can hardly be said to have been in a position to 
judge Lady Morgan’s performances with a dispassionate and 
unprejudiced eye. '^1 confess/’ he w^ril.es in his jhilodioffra- 
jphj^ never to have admired aught of Lady Morgan but her 
talents ; and I fancy there was no love lost between us ; for I 
remember at one of poor dear Lady Ste|)ney’s soir&^s^ that in- 
nocent being caught occasion to introduce Lady Morgan and 
myself formally to each other. I had a laugh in my sleeve, 
and I afterwards heard, through the kind communicativeness 
of the female coterie, tliai her Ladyship signified her wonder 
at the idea of presenting that odious man to Her !” 

Jerdan’s review of The O' Urlejis and the O^Flahertj/s was 
exceedingly sarcastic. “ Two or three years ago/’ said the 
Literary Gazette, when we happened to dissent from Lady 
Morgan on some literary estimate, she published a replication 
in which she elegantly threatened to ‘ stir vs up with a long 
poled We have read The O'Briens and the O'Flakeriys, and 
we are convinced, by its length, that it is the identical pede 
wliich w'as then menaced.” After cautioning the females of 
England against reading this book, Mr. Jordan adds; 
grieve that such a picture should have come from the pen of 
a woman.” “ The libel, too, is wrought up with congenial 
spirit.” ^^In all our reading we never met with a description 
which tended so thoroughly to lower tlic fernirn*ne character,” 
'' Mrs. Belli) and Mrs, CYnitlivrc, it is true, iniglit be more 
unguarded ; but the gauze veil cannot hide the deformities — 
and Lady Morgan’s taste has not been of eflicicnt power to 
filter into cleanliness the original pollution of her infected Ibiui- 
tain.” 

To the simple accident of this caustic attack upon Lady 
Morgan, the birth of that rniglity lit erary censor, the Alhenmm, 
may be directly traced. While under the incubus of James 
Silk Buckingham, the Atkenmum did not make much progress, 
nor did the labors of John Stirling, who succeeded him as 
editor, lend much to stimulate it; but from the hour that 
this Journal passed into the hands of Wentworth Dilke, it 
became almost by magic a powerful and profitable literary 
engine. It perhaps labored under cue disadvantage during 
the editorial regime of Mr, Dilke. Dilko, although an able 
writer of fragmentary papers, never succeeded in writing a 
book ; and authors who received a severe castigation at bis 
hands were not slow in retorting that this peevishness ” arose 
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from his own failure in authorcraft. His milk of human 
kindness/^ said one, the thunder of failure has turned into 
vinegar/^ At length, the accession of Hepworth Dixon, an 
author of merit and importance, to the censorial throne of the 
Athenmim, rescued it from the vapid taunt of which we have 
spoken. 

Her Ladyship^s next lucubration was the Booh of the Boudoir^ 
a series of autobiographical sketches, and recollections of her 
friends. This work displays the wonted energy and sparkle of 
Lady Morgai/s style. Like all autobiographical performances 
it had the fault of being a little egotistical. A long dia- 
logue with Eobert Owen, the famous "Utopian Philanthropist, 
is characteristic and interesting. 

In 1828, O’Connell paid a graceful tribute to the national 
feelings and achievements of Lady Morgan. To Irish female 
talent and patriotism we owe much,^^ he said : There is one 
name consecrated by a generous devotion to the best interests 
of Ireland — a name sacred to the cause of liberty, and of every- 
thing great, virtuous, and patriotic — the name of an illustrious 
female who has suffered unmanly persecution for her talented, 
and chivalrous adherence to her native land. Need he say 
til at he alluded to Lady Morgan. Her name is received with 
enthusiasm by the people of that country where her writings 
create and perpetuate among the youth of both sexes a patrio- 
tic ardour in the cause of everything that is noble and digni- 
fied.” Considering her great popularity in Ireland, it is indeed 
no wonder that Lady Morgan should so long have preferred 
^'Dear Dirty Dublin, as she herself called it, to a splendid 
house in Kegent Street which the late Mr. Colburne offered 
her rent free. 

The Quarterly Review, when under the editorial management 
of Mr. Lockhart, noticed, very trenchantly, a growing error in 
biographical composition. It remarked that such a favorable 
colour was usually spread over the picture that its fidelity 
must be rather worse than dubious. Everything unfavourable 
was omitted, and upon the whole,” added the Quarterly^ 

we feel corroborated in our doubts, whether the very best of 
this species of biography can be considered in any other light 
than a romance of real life — a picture of which the principal 
^'^gure must be considerably flattered, and everything else 
sacrificed to its prominence and efiect.'’ 

We, at least, have endeavoured to keep clear of the error 
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which the great critical organ of England has indicated, and 
while protecting the memory of Lady Morgan from the shafts 
of calumny, we have not hesitated to give attention to every 
honest expression of opinion on both sides. "No picture is 
perfect without lights and shadows. A brilliant portrait de-- 
prived of shade, would be fit only for the lumber-room. 
Impressed with the truth of tliis remark, we shall make a few 
transcriptions from the note-book of Prince Puckler Moskau, 
who made a tour through England and Ireland in 1828 : — ' 
‘‘I was very eager,” says the distinguished stranger, 
make the acquaintance of a woman whom I rate so highly as 
an authoress. I found her, however, very different from what 
1 had pictured her to myself. She is a little frivolous, lively 
woman, apparently between thirty and forty, neither pretty nor 
ugly, but by no means disposed to resign all claims to the 
former, and with really fine and expressive eyes. She has no 
idea of mauvais honte, or embarrassment ; her manners affect 
the aisance and levity of the fashionable world, which, liow'cvor, 
do not sit calmly or naturally upon her. She has the English 
weakness, that of talking incessantly of fashionable acquain- 
tances, and trying to pass for very reclmcliS to a degree quite 
unworthy of a woman of such distinguished talents.” 

The German Prince adds, that Lady Morgan in conversation 
was often very biting and sarcastic, of which there cannot be, 
indeed, the slightest doubt. 

John Wilson Croker, ever on the watch to give a cut to 
Lady Morgan, observed, in reviewing the Princess book, tliat 
She was an established authoress six-and-twenty years ago, 
and that if, according tothe Princess calculation, she was tliononly 
eight or nine years of age, she was such a juvenile prodigy, 
as would be quite as worthy to fill a show waggon at Bar- 
tholomew fair, as her ladysbip^s namesake, who was born with 
double joints, and could lift a sack of corn with her teeth when 
she was only six years old.” Lady Morgan, on a closer ac- 
quaintance, would seem to have improved in the estimation of 
Prince Puckler, for inthediaryof a subsequent day he tells us/* 1 
spent a very pleasant evening to-day at Lady M^s. The com- 
pany was small but amusing, and enlivened by the prosenco of 
two very pretty friends of our hostess who sang in the best 
Italian style [the Misses Clarke]. I talked a great deal with 
Lady Morgan on various subjects, and she has talent and feel- 
ing enough always to excite a lively interest in her conversation. 
On the whole, 1 think I did not say enough in her favour in 
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my former letter. The conversation fell upon her works, and 
she asked me how I liked her Salvator Rosa. "1 have not read 
it/ replied T, * because I liked your fictions so much, that I did 
not choose to read anything historical, from the pen of the 
most imaginative of romance writers.’ ^ 0, that is only a 
romance/ said she, ^you may read it without any qualm 
of conscience. Ah,’ said she, ^ believe me, it is only ennui 
that sets my pen in motion ; our destiny in this world is such 
a wretched one, that I try to forget it in writing.’ 

In 1825, the Marquis of Anglesey declared in the House of 
Lords, that the clamours of the Catholic Association ought to 
be met, not by concession, but by powder and ball ; and in a 
furious speech which did him little credit, he expressed his 
willingness to charge the disaffected Irish at the head of his 
hussars. To this speech he owed his nomination to the Vice- 
royalty of Ireland, by the Tory Administration of 1828. But 
the Marquis had no sooner arrived in Ireland, than he saw 
the necessity for Catholic Emancipation, and for a letter which 
he addressed to Primate Curtis, urging the Catholics not to 
abate one doit in their agitation, the Marquis was recalled. 
From the moment that his views assumed a liberal complexion, 
the Tory press began to vilify him as fluently as it had pre- 
ciously belauded him with fulsome panegyric ; and not con- 
tent with assailing his public character, they professed to have 
discovered that the Marchioness of Anglesey had beenindivscreetly 
conducted in private some thirty or forty years before. In 
Blackwood of the day, then a rampant Tory organ, it is men- 
tioned in an article headed "Ireland in 1829,” that Lady 
Morgan ‘ glittered and fluttered the gayest among the gay in 
Lady Anglesey’s court, and was positively sentimental in de- 
claiming against the prudery and hypocrisy of those who 
refused to follow her example. The example, however, was 
not followed; the bait did not take. Lady Cloncurry and 
Lady Morgan, together with the Lady of the Chief Baron 
0’ Grady [afterwards Lord Guillamore] and a few others, con- 
tinued to enjoy a monopoly of the splendour and the favour/’ 
But all this is tinged by much partisan exaggeration. 

The signal success which had attended the publication of 
France^ induced Sir Charles and Lady Morgan early in 1H29, 
to pay a second visit to that great country, and to write 
another book upon it. The vast and exciting changes which 
had gathered in the interval around the destiny of France^ 
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tempted to action the graphic and speculative pen of Lady 
Morgan. 

This second book on an old theme appeared in June, 1830, and 
at once became an auLhority. It was dedicated to Lafayette^ 
‘*by his friend and servant, the author.''^ The work chiefly 
comprised a picture of the state of society in France — a con- 
dition in part the result of Lafayette’s own great example, and 
national influence. 

Having left Ireland,” writes Lady Morgan, in the dark mo- 
ment which preceded tlie bright rising of her great [)oIiticaI day, 
— after lingering there, till hope delayed had made the heart 
sick, — we went abroad in search of sensations of a more gracious 
nature than those presented by the condition of society at home. 
It matters not whether any pre-conceived intentions of author- 
ship influenced the journey; a second work on Fnince can be 
alone justified, by the novelty of its matter, or by the merit of 
its execution, 

^^It may serve, however, as an excuse, and an authentication 
of the attempt, that I was called to the task by some of the 
most influential organs of public opinion, in that great country. 
They relied upon rny impartiality ; (for I had proved it, at the 
expense of proscription abroad, and persecution at home) and, 
desiring only to be represented as they arc, they deemed even 
my humble talents not wholly inadequate to an enterprise whose 
first requisite w'as the honesty that tells the truth, the wliole 
truth, and nothing but the truth. This 1 have done to the 
full extent of my own convictions, and to the utmost limit 
of the sphere of my observation; I answer for no more,'” 

Sir Charles Morgan, who was a man of great erudition, specula- 
tive power, and singular observation, gave to this work consider- 
able aid ; among other articles, he coniributed those on philoso- 
phy, primogeniture, and public opinion. 

On Lady Morgan’s return to Dublin, she at once resumed 
those brilliant, gay, and hospitable evening receptions, which 
during her absence, had been so sadly missed. On August 
27, 1830, Moore, as mentioned in his Diary, dined at Lady 
Morgan’s. Curran and Shell, North and Edward Moore, with 
Lady Clarke, and her daughters, were present. Lady Morgan’s 
fund of anecdote and drollery was, as usual, inexhaustible. 
As a specimen, Moore jots down, Lady Morgan’s story of 
her telling Lady Cork, on the morning of one of her assemblies, 
that she had just seen Sir A. Carlisle, who had been directing 
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mi preserving the little female dwarf, Crachami. ^ Would 
it do for a Lion for to-night?’ asked Lady Cork. ^Why, I 
think hardly.’ ^ But surely it would if it’s in spirits J Their 
posting off to Sir A. Carlisle’s, and Lady C. asking the servant 
for the little child. ^There’s no child here, ^But 

I mean the child in the bottle,’ ^ Oh ! this is not the place 
where we bottle the children — that’s at master’s workshop,’ 
In talking of Irish pronunciation. Lord Gort saying in court, 
when some one was called forth, ^ He’s iujeeU A lady, in 
describing the situation of her house, ^ We’ve the hee in our 
rare.’ ” 

Moore’s Memoirs of Lord Byron were published about this 
time. It may be remembered that the noble Bard, in one of 
his letters, praised Lady Morgan’s Italy, The following com- 
munication addressed to the Irish journalist Staunton, speaks 
for itself 

[Private.] 

Dear sir — The enclosed has just been sent to me extracted 
from Byron’s Life by a dear friend of his. I should be obliged by 
your giving it with the other extracts in your paper. I know 
it requires no small share olcoVimg%moralandphysical^io quote 
a single line in favour of one marked out in this wretched coun- 
try h'g proscription^ by that party to whose cause her life^ and 
all its best prospects have been sacrificed. I beg, therefore, if 
you have any apprehension on the subject that you will return 
the enclosed. I am, Dear Sir, &c., 

Sydney Moegan. 

85 Kildare street. 

The seal on this letter displays the Irish Harp with * other 
national and characteristic devices. The extract to which she 
alludes may be found, ante^ p. 97. 

On the accession of the Grey Ministry to power, with King 
William the Fourth, November 22nd 1830, they conferred, 
among other minor but just and judicious acts of patronage, a 
pension of £300 on Lady Morgan, professedly in acknow- 
ledgment of the services rendered by her to the world of letters/’ 
but in reality as a just compensation for the sacrifices she had 
made to liberal principles, as well as for the uninterrupted stream 
of slander which Croker and his Tory colleagues had long brought 
to play, happily impotently, upon her reputation. TheGrey Minis- 
try did more. Sir Charles Morgan was appointed one of the Com^ 
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missioners of Irish fisheries : and the Eeports on this sub- 
jeetj of which several appeared, from his pen, are remarkable 
for their perspicuity and cleverness. _ 

Soon after the Revolution in Belgium, Lady Morgan made 
a tour tliough that country, and embodied in a new novel the 
result of her observation, as well os many exciting incidents of 
the recent Bevolution in the Netherlands. This work was 
published under tlie title of Tlie Princess. Althougli the 
scene of the story was laid far away from “the land of tlic 
Pats and Potuytees,” several racy Irish characters, nicluding 
Laurence f egan, and Sir Ignatius Doghcrly, trod the singe 
of this highly dramatic pictui'e. Of this book, viewed niot- 
ally, it may be said that the aim is faithful to the great object 
of Lady Morgan’s life. 

We once heard an eminent author inveigh against a 
brother scribe wiio had trod in a similar walk of literature. 
“Hang the follow,” he said, “years ago I took my stand on 
tliEit jQcld into wliich he has now intruded. I am sure 1 have 
toiled enough to make it my own. Physicians never intorlerc 
with each other’s Patients, and the same feeling of otiqnclto 
ought to guide the conduct of authors. Why didn’t the (cl- 
low kill a Hessian for himself? What business has ho mak- 
ing love to my wife ?” from this feeling of jealousy so usual 
among authors, Lady Morgan was strikingly exempt. It has 
been said that Lady Morgan’s mantle has fallen to the 
gifted Irish authoress Mrs. S. 0. Hall : and it is a remarkable 
fact that when this amiable lady first came before tlio public, 
Sir Charles and Lady Morgan, who then had the almost entire 
editorial control of a very influontial magazine, did thoir best 
to encourage and applaud her. “ They wore ever ready t.o foster 
young talent”— writes Mrs. Hall, “ and wo call to mind, witli 
gratitude, lior generous criticism on the works of an nuthur, 
whom a less generous nature would have noted ns poaching on 
what she might have considered her own Irish preserve.’’^ 

In 18341 Lady Morgan changed her lioino from Ktidnro 
Street, Dublin, to William Street, Hyde Park, London ; but 
this change in no degree changed the veteran authoress’s hahHs. 
Here, as in Ireland, her evening oonverzationi continued unin- 
terrupted. The brightest and newest literary talent, with the 
80 ui\uc 3 t Liberal Opinion flourished, around her throne. Lady 
Morgan’s powers of conversation bafllo all dcscri{)tion. “ Her 
unbounded, unfading, unfailing freshness of memory,” observes 
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h newspaper writer in 185b, ^^her liveliness of description, her 
inexhaustible wealth of anecdote, the readiness of rapartee, the 
variety of humour, the pliability of wit, the occasional richness 
and abandon of fun, the great faculty of adjusting herself to 
all moods ; of drawing out all minds, the sovereign gift of mak- 
ing everybody pleased with himself, pleased with everybody 
else, and above all things, pleased with the amiable rancontense 
herself — such is the charm which makes Lady Morgan's boudoir 
the pleasantest afternoon or evening rendezvous of Jjondon to 
all who have privilege of admission/' Mr. Jeafferson, in his 
Memoirs of the Novelists, says : — ^^Her house is still frequented 
by the roost distinguished men of letters and leading personages 
in the wmrld of fashion, and it is rare for a stranger of 
any note to visit our shores and quit them without having 
sought an introduction to the author of Woman and her 
Master!^ Another writer says — There are many a wit, 
statesman, scholar, and man of science, who would as soon 
omit to answer the muster call of one of Lady Morgan's plea- 
sant reunions, as in the good old days of French society, 
Yoltaires, and La Eochefoucaults would have thought of 
deserting the ruelle of the Hotel de Eambouillet or the Oarne- 
valet." Lady Morgan's panegyrist might have added, 
legal magnate " to his sketch of the class of company who 
so long frequented her gay boudoir, Lord Chancellor Campbell 
being an invariable guest. 

For leaving Ireland after she had received a pension for her 
patriotism Lady Morgan was subjected to many a sarcastic 
remark. But she defended herself by saying, that the political 
views she entertained would in Dublin have conSned her to 
one phase of society, while in London she could choose from 
all. In ceasing to reside in Ireland, however, she did not 
cease to be an Irishwoman in heart and soul. Her old friends, 
and her new ones, together with members of her younger country- 
men who, armed with letters of introduction perpetually made 
descents on that cheerful little boudoir in William Street, were 
always received with a hearty cead mille afaiUhe, 

Ireland, as Lady Morgan tells us, was her earliest inspira- 
tion and her theme, and it would seem that from the moment 
she left its shores, her cacoetlies scriiendi flagged. Our 
authoress's first performance after her removal to England, was 
a work entitled Dramatic Scenes from Deal Life, which Cham- 
bers’ Cyclopscdia of English Literature pronounces very poor 
in matter, and aflected in .style." In 1840, however, Lady 
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Morgan brought her long train of creative literary efforts to 
a singularly beautiful and effective close by the publication ot 
Woman and her Master. Lady Morgan's essentially masculine 
thought, and sense had long evoked the prejudices of certain 
affected critics who would have preferred a more uniformly 
feminine style, and selection of subject ; but this grand and 
philosophical history of Woman, in which Lady Morgan came 
forward as the champion and historian of her sex, effectually 
silenced further objection. 

Indeed this book effected, if possible, a strong reactionary 
feeling among the ladies. Some were disposed to resent the 
implied indignity of the title, notwithstanding that that delini- 
tion of womankind had been sanctioned by Blackstonc who 
gravely speaks in his Commentaries of the Baron and iiis 
WoiWAN." 

In Woman a 7 id her Master Morgan 1ms carefully inves- 
tigated one of the most important branches of social science — 
the position which woman should occupy in the order and 
progress of society, following up the labors of Bcntham, 
Godwin, and Condorcet, Lady Morgan sought, in the records of 
the past, guidance for the future. She subjected the pages of 
History to a vigorous moral analysis ; testing their facts with 
the skill of a critic, and deducing results witli the wisdom of a 
philosopher." It is exceedingly probable Lady Morgan would 
have continued to a later era this work, whicli is in fact a 
History of Woman down to the fall of thelloman liiupire, had 
not almost an utter deprivation of siglit soon after obliged 
the authoress to relinquish her labors. Critically view^cd, tliis 
book can only be regarded as a splendid fragment. Since the 
fall of the Homan Empire the coTidition of woman, by tlie pro- 
gress of Christianity, and the Institution of Clffvalry , has under- 
gone greater change than in the previous four thousand years ; 
and it is impossible not to experience bitter regret that circum- 
stances did not permit Lady Morgan to work out her grand 
project to its full extent. 

The work opens with an eloquent and an argumentative sketch 
of the progress of civifeation, and the gradual siipreanK^y of 
mind over brute force. This, Lady Morgan declared, was far 
from being complete, especially in the respective conditions 
and relations of the sexes ; for, if the social system is still more 
imperfect as it relates to the master," it remains much worse 
with his slave,” woman being still a thing of sufferance, 
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and not of rights'^ as in the ignorant infancy of early aggrega- 
tion when the law of the strongest was the only law acted on. 

Even now/^ she asks, when supremacy has been transferred 
from muscle to mind, has that most subtle spirit — that being 
of most mobile fibre — that most sensitive and apprehensive 
organization — has whom God placed to be a mate and a 

help to man, at the head of his creation, the foundress of 
nations, the embellisher of races, has slie alone been left be- 
hind, at the very starting-post of civilisation, while around her 
all progresses and improves ? And is man still ‘ the Master 
and does he, by a misdirected self-love, still perpetuate her 
ignorance and her dependence, when her emancipation and im- 
provement are most wanting, as the crowning element of his 

own happiness ? 

If, in the first era of society, woman was the victim of man^s 
physical superiority, she is still, in the last, the subject of laws, 
in the enactment of which she has had no voice — amenable to 
the penalties of a code, from which she derives but little protec- 
tion. While man, in his first crude attempts at jurisprudence, 
has surrounded the sex with restraints and disabilities, he has 
left its natural rights unguarded,and its liberty unacknowledged. 
Merging the very existence of woman in his own, he has al- 
lowed her no separate interest, assigned her no independent 
possessions \ ^ for,^ says the law — the law of man — ' the hus- 
band is the head of the wife, and all that she has belongs to 
him.' Even the fruit of her own labour is torn from her, un- 
less she is protected by the solitary blessedness of a derided 
but innocent celibacy.” 

The eloquent champion of woman, not content with assert- 
ing the moral and intellectual equality of the sexes, absolutely 
insisted upon female superiority, and among other evidence 
cited the great case of Adam and Eve as a proof of their social 
equality, and the mental pre-eminence of the first Mother, 
whose very name signifies in the Hebrew, while the 
translation of Adam is — Red Rartli I 

In dismissing the subject of Woman and Tier Master, we 
may add, as a postscriptum, that the Quarterly Review at last 
offered to Lady Morgan some honorable atonement by praising 
her new work with a cordial good will. But had not the editorial 
control of the Review been in the hands of Mr. Lockhart, 
and not Mr. Croker, at this period, another savage onslaught 
would doubtless have been made upon her. By turning to 
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volume XLVL, p. 375, it may be perceived that IFommi and 
her blaster is pronounced to be very clever and amusing 
■work.” There can be no doubt, that although not avowed, 
Sir Charles Morgan contributed to this voluminous disquisi- 
tion much of his metaphysical and philosophic lore. 

The last joint production of this devoted pair was The Book 
IViihout a Name ; but it cannot be well regarded as embodying 
much new mental effort, being exclusively composed of Ihial 
gleanings from the portfolios of the writers, and stray papers 
which had previously appeared in the magazines. An cxcdlent 
copperplate portrait of Sir C. Morgan was prefixed to this 
work. 

On August 2Sfch, 1843, Sir Charles Morgan was summoned 
suddenly to Eternity. To the latest hour of his life lie had 
continued his liberal and philanthropic labours by voice and [)en. 
On tlic day of his funeral the New Monthly Magadne for Sep- 
tember was published ; and wuth many a sigh, and a moistened 
eye, jjeople. recognised in its pages an earnest, able, and hearty 
contribution from Sir Charles Morgan^s pen, attesting the in- 
domitable perseverance with which, to the last gasp of liia ex- 
istence, he had toiled in a generous cause. By his family and 
private friends, Sir Charles was beloved with an aircction wliicli 
time may mellow, but can never obliterate. Several earnest 
tributes to his worlli appeared in the journals of the day. One 
in the Emminer, probably from the pen of Eonblanquc, we 
transcribe : a writer of great ability, an honest politician, an 
aniia!)le and most enlightened man, he has claims to be long 
regretted by a wide circle of every class of oj)iniou. While 
his mind kej)t equal pace mth the progress of libi'ral views, 
Itis tastes were formed and resolulely fixed in what we call tho 
host old school lie was never at a loss for the witty or the 
wise passage from Rabelais or Bayle. We turn to his last 
magazine paper^ — published as wo w^itc this, and find it closed 
with a quotation from the latter writer : * No croyez pas quo jo 
me vante de n'avoir ricn dit quo de vrai : je no ganuitie que mon 
intention, et non pas mon ignorance/ And truly if anything 
but the exaetest truth ever fell from himself, it was ignorance, 
and not intention that betrayed him. The one most rare with 
him — tlie other most reliable and sound.” 

^ To the generality of readers it is hardly necessary to say that 
Sir Charles had no children by Lady Morgan. Had she been 
a mother she would have proved a fond and a wise one. Her 
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principles for the education of youth, were sound. In a tete- 
a-tete conversation with Mrs. Hall, on the subject of some 
young ladies who had been suddenly bereft of fortune. Lady 
Morgan said, with an emphatic wave of her dear old green fan, 

They do everything that is fashionable — imperfectly; their 
singing, and drawing, and dancing, and languages, amount to 
nothing. They were e{lucated to marry, and had there been 
time they might have gone off with^ and hereafter from^ 
husbands. They cannot earn their own salt; they do 
not even know how to dress themselves. I desire to give 
every girl, no matter her rank, a trade — a profession if they 
word pleases you better ; cultivate what is necessary in the 
position she is born to; cultivate all things in moderation, 
but one thing to perfection^ no matter what it is, for which 
she has a talent — drawing, music, embroidery, housekeeping 
even ; give her a staff to lay hold of, let her feel ^ this will 
carry me through life without dependence/ 1 was independent 
at fourteen, and never went in debt.” 

After such a sound bit of teaching, she would, if a 
superfine lady was announced, tack round to her small vanities, 
ply her fan after a new fashion, and exclaim with such droll 
pretty affectation, '' Why were not 3-00 here last night ? I had 

two Dukes, the beautiful Mrs. P (never mind, the scandal is 

nearly worn out) the young countess who is so like the lady 
in Comm — the Indian Prince, who dresses the corner of a 
room so superbly, and is everything we could desire except 
fragrant, I am a liberal, but really since the Eeform Bill, 
have ceased to count M.P^s. as gentlemen, still they are M.P*s, 
I had seven — certainly of the best men — en route to the Divi- 
sion. I told you two dukes and one duchess; but the delight 
was a new and handsome American, a member of Congress — 
I dare say he exchanged his Bible for a Peerage, the moment 
he landed at Liverpool ! You should have seen his extacy 
when presented to a duchess, and how he luxuriated beneath 
the shadow of the strawberry leaves.” 

Notwithstanding the skill and attention of the best ophthal- 
mists of London, Lady Morgan’s sight far from improved, and 
for the next ten years she did not put pen to paper ; at last, 
in December, 1850 , a flash of the old genius attracted^ public 
attention. After long repose Lady Morgan donned her glittering 
armour and entered the lists of controversy with no less a 
personage than Cardinal Wiseman. The matter is curious 



128 


THE FHIENBS, FOEB, and AEVENTUllES 


not only in a literary point of view, but as slicwing the uii'- 
quenched spirit, and undiniinished powers of argmnent of 
the all but blind octogenarian. 

In her great work on Italy Lady Morgan described, among 
other relics, the Chair of 8t. Peter. The authoress reported 
that when Denon, Ohampollion and other savans, accompanied 
Buonaparte to Italy, they began to grope into all sorts of an- 
tique remains ,• and the enthroned chair contained in the magnifi- 
cent shrine of bronze which closes the view of the nave of 
Peter's was not exempted from the investigation. Upon the 
surface of the chair was discovered, according to Lady Morgait, 
a trace of curious hydroglipliics which having been copied and 
deciphered were found to be in the Gufic character and to con- 
tain the Arabian formula — There is but one God, and 
Mahoirimed is his Prophet !" Cardinal Wiseman contradicted 
these assertions on evidence not easy to overturn, and declared 
that for three centuries the sacred chair had not been 
uncovered. Lady Morgan replied : — 

My Lord, I thank you for the indulgence with whicli 
your Eminence offers me the benefit of this ^ ignorant mistake/ 
(and never did the Church grant a more gratuitous one !) but 
I decline profiting by it. My ' foolish and wicked story of the 
chair’ was no mistake — of mine at least. It was related to 
me and accepted in the most implicit faitli, on the authority 
of two of the greatest travellers, antiquarians, and virtuosi 
of their age, who were of that illustrious corps of kSavana, the 
friends and companions in peace, and the intellectual staff in 
war, of the Emperor Napoleon — Denon and Ohampollion. 
The night bomro our departure from Paris for Italy, on our 
first, last, and memorable visit, many distinguished — 1. may 
say illustrious—- men wore assembled in our drawing-room in 
the Eue de Holder. Every one was offering an opinion as to 
objects most worthy of our notice, — when the Baron l)enon, 
who, in one of the happiest phases of the most brilliant racon^ 
ieur of liis time, had been describing his visit to the ln(|uiai- 
tion, when he accompanied Buonaparte into 8nain, and when, 
satiated with the rueful relics, which that awful place revealed 
to liis antiquarian curiosity, he fell asleep on the table of tlmt 
terrible Hall of Council, where he actually passed tlio niglit— 
then related the anecdote of the discovery of the Cliair of St. 
Petcr,adding/ The inscription w^us in acidic character, that puzzled 
even Ohampollion and the most learned Arabic acliolars of the 
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Institut.’ And thus, ^ I told the tale as it was told me/ care- 
lessly and fearlessly, which has drawn down on my work the 
anathema of your Eminence’s ‘ Remarks on Lady Morgan’s 
Statements regarding St. Peter’s Chair.’ 

This pamphlet contained a considerable quantity of ingenious 
special pleading. 

But is lijorobahUj my Lord, that St. Peter, the humble 
fisherman of Galilee, permitted himself to be seated or carried 
in this gorgeous chair, on the shoulders of slaves, as his suc- 
cessor Pio Wono does at this day? — he who had so recently 
heard his Divine Master declare that ^ foxes had holes, and the 
birds of the air had nests, but the Son of Man hath not 
where to lay his head,’ — he, to whose Eastern habits such a 
chair must have been repugnant ! who had taught, not ex 
cathedrd^ but, like the Master he served, walking or reclining 
on the lap of earth 

Lady Morgan’s eye-sight was not much improved by this 
troublesome controversy with Cardinal Wiseman. The curious 
out-of-the-way Latin works, which she carefully examined and 
adroitly quoted with a view to sustain her in the wordy conflict, 
could never have been accessible to any other woman but her- 
self. The acquaintance with Ecclesiastical Black-letter tomes, 
displayed by Lady Morgan in this pamphlet, was marvellous. 

Lady Morgan’s eyes enjoyed undisturbed repose from this 
date, save when an application reached the veteran authoress 
for her autograph; and requests of this character, she was 
always too amiable and too vain to refuse. Authors’ ‘^auto- 
graphs ” are in general, stately looking signatures, remarkable 
for nothing but hair-strokes, down strokes and aflourish. But 
whenever Lady Morgan furnished her autograph “ by desire/’ 
she contrived to infuse into it a dash of that quaint and 
unctuous wil wdiich had so long been a speciality with her. 
We transcribe one as a specimen: — 

Autograph by desire of William J. Eitzpatrick, Esq. 
Sydney Morgan, her hand and pen — 

She will be good, but God knows when. 

William-street, Albert-gate, 17 May, 1853. 

^ Some persons have objected that Cardinal Wiseman's Refuta- 
tion” appeared somewhat tardily. Few seem to know, however, that 
its appearance in 1849 was a mere reprint. In the Catholic Magazine 
for May, 1831, (an old dead-and-gone periodical, printed and published 
at Birminghani) an article of hostility towards Lady Morgan on the 
subject of St. Peter’s Chair, signed N. W., and accompanied by a 
rude wood-cut, may be found. 
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We Imve said that Lady Morgan had vanity, but it was a 
vanity so quaint and sparkling, so unlike in its frank honesty, 
to all other vanities, that it became absolutely a charm. I 
am vain/^ she once said to Mrs. Hall, but I have a right to 
be so ; look at the number of books I have written Have I 
not been ordered to leave a kingdom, and refused to obey ? 
Did ever woman move in a more false or a brighter sphere, than 
Ido? My dear, I have three invitations to dinner to-day, 
one from a Duchess, another from a Countess, a third from a 
diplomatist — I will not tell you who — a very naughty man, 
who, of course, keeps the best society in London. Now what 
right have I, my father’s daughter, to this ? What am I ? 
A pensioned scribbler! yet I am given gifts, tliat queens might 
covet. Look at that little clock, that stood in M.arie Antoin- 
ette’s dressing-room. When tlie Louvre was pillaged, Denon 
met a bonnet rouge with it in his hand, and took it from him ; 
Denon gave it to me.” Then, with a rapid change she added, 
Ah I that is a long time ago, though I never refer to dates. 
Princes and princesses, celebrities of all kinds, have presenttHl 
me with the souvenirs you see around me, and that wmdd 
make a wiser woman vain. But do they not shew to advan- 
tage, backed by a few yards of red cotton velvet ? If ladies 
did but know the value of that same velvet — know how it 
throws up, and throws out, and turns the insignificant into 
the significant^ — we should have more ellect and less upholstery 
in our drawing-rooms.” 

To the week of her death,” whites one of Lady Morgan’s 
friends, in a note to the writer, she continued to give recep- 
tions every night regularly — even Sunday — with plenty of chat 
and coffee. The house was not largo, and it was nightly cram- 
med with body and brain. Lady Morgan used to glide about 
throwing incendiary sparks of wit into every group of inert 
matter ; though almost blind, she somehow seemed always 
au eourant with the progress of Literature ; and every new 
book underwent oral criticism, in a style peculiar to herself — 
Hawthorne’s Scarlet Letter^ for instance, was praised. Well, 
I cannot concur with you. The story is perfectly monstrouH. 
I cannot understand making a lady who has committed some 
peccadillo, wear a great scarlet patch upon her chest. Why, 


Lady Morgan was tb© author of sovonty-ono volumes. — En. 
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if we were all obliged to wear scarlet patches in consequence 
of our peccadillos, we could never venture out of doors, and 
there would soon be an end to all society/' Her house was a 
complete repository of curious articles of vertu, antiques, his- 
torical relics, autographs, and otlier memorials seldom revealed 
to the world. I was one night reclining in ^fauteuil, when 
Lady Morgan glided up to me, saying, You may be glad to 
know, Mr. — , that the seat you are sitting on, was Horace 
Walpole's study chair. I bought it myself at the sale at 
Strawberry Hill.” 

^'Everything in these rooms,” observes Mrs, Hall, "was 
artistic, and when filled, you might have imagined yourself in 
the presence of Madame de Genlis, feeling that after the 
passing away of that small form which enshrined so much 
vitality, and so large and expansive a mind, the last link be- 
tween us and the Aikins, the Barbaulds — the D'Arblays, 
would be gone.” 

Lady Morgan's literary ability was only surpassed by the 
strength and fidelity of her friendships. " There is/' wwites 
one of Lady Morgan's former guests, " no instance of any of 
her friends or acquaintances being at any time set aside, disre- 
garded, or overlooked. The memory of the heart was with her 
particularly strong and retentive. However intended to shine 
in wide circles, Lady Morgan was never so engaging as in 
petite comite ; however gracefully at ease amongst the highest, 
however all alive among the highest, she was never so perfectly 
at home as amongst her friends. Her wit and humour were 
never so irresistible as when blended with natural and generous 
outbursts of feeling.” 

Lady Morgan, Though not wealthy, was in very comfortable 
circumstances. It is a fact exceedingly creditable to her, that 
about the year 1852, she transferred all her property to her 
nieces, with the right of inheritance, lest any unforeseen impulse 
of caprice should induce her, when her mind would become less 
strong by age, to make a less domestic disposition, 

Theiemarkable constitutional pertinacity with which Lady Mor- 
gan retained, even after she had become an octogenarian, all her 
pristine vivacity, and power of fascination, was pleasingly noticed 
by the At/ienc&ifm a month or tw'o previous to our author's death. 
The vigilant editor of that influential journal would seem to 
have regarded Lady Morgan in her green old age, as a dear old 
evergreen which had sustained many a storm, and wliich it 
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behoved him, in his capacity of pruiier and cultivator in the 
garden of literature, to encourage occasionally by acts of 
generous and thoughtful attention. As she then sang,’^ 
observed the Aihenmm, ‘^she still sings. Some harps seem 
never worn and never out of tune. The chords obey her 
hands, as in the former day, throbbing as she flings across 
them eloquent and sprightly music. This faculty of liveliness, 
and bantering good humour, is strange, as it is admirable in 
one whose long life has been, so to say, a succession of siege 
and storm. In her youthful time, Lady Morgan was less a 
woman of the pen than a patriot and a partizan. Her books 
were battles. T/ie Wild Iruh Girl was her Marengo — France^ 
her Eivoli — Florence FFCarthy^ her Austerlitz — Italy ^ her 
Borodino. She underwent no Lcipsic or Waterloo — the last 
calamity of noble minds — yet she must have suffered from the 
hail of shot and shell Through more years than we care to 
say, her name was as signs among the combatants, her voice 
sounded as a trumpet through Whig and Tory camps, and a 
new book from her hand drummed a host of enemies and friends 
to arms. She wrote, too, in an age when, to be a woman, was 
to be without defence, and to be a patriot, was to be a 
criminal. Yet her spirits seem to preserve themselves into n 
mild old age ; joyous as though her stream of life had run 
between green and flowery banks — graceful and noiseless — ^her 
girlhood, a romantic dream — her womanhood a prophetic care, 
blessed and crowned with that diadem of peace which the wise 
naan covets for the daughter of his love.*’^ Knowing tliat the gods 
themselves are old, but forgetting that the muses are always 
young, the AtlmmUj in reviewing her Diary, observed that, 
Lady Morgan had lived through the love, admiration, and 
malignity of three generations of men, and was, in sliort, a 
literary Ninon, and seemed as brisk and captivating in the 
year 1859, as when George was Prince, and the author of 
Kate Kearney divided the laurcatesliip of society and song 
with Tom Moore. Lady Morgan viewed this kind courtesy 
with mingled feelings. She felt grateful and flattered by tlie 
applause of the Aihenmm ; but she did not altogether like to 
be reminded of her advanced age, or that those over whom she 
still exercised a strange witchery of fascination should be re- 
minded of it. Under the influence of those feelings she ad- 
dressed to her reviewer the following lines, which strikingly 
exhibit her vigour of thought to the last ; — 
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My life is not dated by years, 

For time has drawn lightly his plough, 

And they say scarce a furrow appears 
To reveal what I ne’er will avow. 

Till the spirit is quenched, still a glow 
Will fall o’er the dream of my days, 

And brighten the hours as they flow 
In the sun-set of memory’s rays. 

For as long as we feel we enjoy. 

And the heart sets all dates at defiance, 

And forgetful of life's last alloy, 

With Time makes a holy alliance. 

Then talk not to me of my age,” 

I appeal from the phrase to the fact, 

That I’m told in your own brilliant page 
I’m still young in fun, fancy, and tact. 

Sydney Morgan. 

Lady Morgan was, indeed, pre-eminent in "fun and 
tact.” If a friend complimented her on her looking so much 
better, she would reply, " perhaps I am better rouged than 
usual.” A lady who was wont to indulge in insincere smiles of 
benignity, once said, "Dear Lady Morgan, how lovely your 
hair is — how do you preserve its colour ?” " By dyeing it, my 

dear, I see you want the receipt.” Lady Morgan disliked to 
be cross- questioned about her writings, and recoiled from the 
topic as “ shoppy.” A certain pompons lady of the pen, who 
frequently questioned Lady Morgan as to what she was doing, 
and where she got her “facts,” asked one evening, _ when 
Miladi was very brilliant and entertaining, her authority for 
some fact in IMy. Twisting her large green fan, and flashing 
upon the querist the full blaze of her lustrous eyes, she replied, 
" We all imagine our facts, you know— and then happily for- 
get them ; it is to be hoped our readers do the same.” 

In May, 1858, Lady Morgan was completely prostrated by 
a virulent attack of bronchitis— a disease which had, in the 
previous November, consigned her brother-in-law, Sir Arthur 
Clarke, to the grave. No liope was entertained of Lady Mor- 
gan’s recovery for many days ; but an unexpected rally, utfri- 
butable, in a great degree, to her own patience and tranquillity 
of mind, enabled the fair octogenarian to cheat death for the 
nonce. Undaunted by his near approach, she promptly availed 
herself of convalescence to resume her old and brilliant position as 



134 THK FRIENDS, FOES, AND ADVENTURES 

queen of a sparkling coterie. But she did not devote her new 
spell of liealth and intellectual vigour to conversation exclu- 
sively. With the aid of Miss Jewsbury, as amanuensis, she 
arranged for publication a volume of her Diary and Correspond- 
ence, extending from August, 1818, to May, 1819, Tliis 
period, as the reader may remember, was spent by Lady 
Morgan in London and Paris, in preparation for her visit to, 
and great work on, Italy. These Passages from mg Auio&io- 
graphy, which were published bv Mr Bentley, in January, 
1859, possessed the same fault by which Moore’s Memoirs 
and Diary were disfigured, namely, a too obviously intense 
enjoyment of fashionable celebrity and society, and the same 
excessive desire for aristocratic praise and recognition. The 
book contains several amusing passages, but, on tlie whole, 
wants depth and sentiment. 

Poor Lady Morgan did not long survive the publication of 
this '' Odd Yolumc^^ as she herself styled it on the fly-leaf. She 
passed tranquilly into eternity on April 14jth, 1859, aged eighty- 
one, and with her became extinct the last illustration of high 
Whigsociety belongingto the world of Byron, Eogers and Moore. 

'^The last time we saw the Wild Irish Girl,” observes Mrs. 
Hall, she was seated on a couch in her bed-room, as pretty 
ami picturesque a ruin of old lady womankind, as ever wo looked 
upon ; her black silk dressing-gown fell round her petite form, 
wdiich seemed so fragile that we feared to sec her move. Wo 
recalled to memory Maria Edgeworth, having helievcjcl her to 
be the smallest great woman in the world, but Lady Morgan 
seemed not half her si/.e. Yet her head looked as noble as 
ever; the lines of her face had deepened, but her large lumi- 
nous eyes were bright and glisioning, her voice was clear and 
firm, her manner subdued — she was not at all restless, but 
spoke witli confidence of arranging her autobiography, of wliicli 
slie had sent forth a little portion as an avamt eoimer, Stic 
shewed us a large black trunk which she told us had, wlien she 
married, contained her tmmeau — ^ during tlio happy interreg- 
num between hoops and crinolines,^ — and now was filled with 
manuscript ; she spoke with affection of the dear relative, 
^ who never suffered her to feel that she was childless,’ of her 
devoted servants (and they certainly deserved her praise) 
and of the kindness of her friends. She gave voice to one or 
two little sarcasms that shewed her acuteness was undimmed ; 
but the hour flew swiftly and harmoniously ; we promised to 
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come some evening soon, and rejoiced her maid by saying that 
though her ladyship was changed, she looked much better than 
we expected. We heard, what we know to be the case, that 
Lady Morgan during her illness, and indeed, always to her 
servants, was the most patient and gentle of mistresses. An 
unamiable woman could not have been beloved, as she was, by 
all around her/^ 

" Life was so strong,” observed theAi/ienmm in recording her 
death, and spirits were so brilliant in the woman of genius who 
departed from amongst us only a few hours since, — enjoyment 
of society was so keen with her to the last, — habit of expression 
so eloquent, — and life and spirits and expression kept such 
perfect pace with the interests of the day, the changes of the 
hour, — that while recording the death of Lady Morgan we feel 
something of sudden surprise, besides much of personal regret.” 
The timid tendency to shrink from fashionable society which 
marked the early life of Sydney Owenson, is exceedingly curious 
when contrasted with the passionate affection for it with which 
Lady Morgan^s days closed. In 1799 the tiny girl, addressing 
her solitary bower, writes — 

Oft from th' unmeaning crowd Fd fly, 

From fashion^s vapid circle hie, 

And beneath thy umbrage sought 
The luxury of pensive thought. 

But although an ardent votary of fashion in the noon and evening 
of her life, Lady Morgan was keenly alive to thesolemnity of death, 
and to the unseemliness of a fashionable cortege at her funeral. 
^^Lct no such ghastly mockery accompany my poor remains to 
their last resting place,” she said ; I desire that my funeral 
may be strictly private, and limited to a hearse and one mourn- 
ing coach.” The dying wish of Lady Morgan was religiously 
obeyed. 

On Sunday morning, April 17th, 1859, a cofGin hardly larger 
than an infant child’s, was lowered into the damp earth of old 
Brompton churchyard ; and to that lonely grave many an Irish 
pilgrim will yet wander to gaze upon the storied urn of 
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This Life preaclies a moral, but it is a moral diflerent from 
that which the panegyrists of Lady Morgan have hitherto 


sought to inculcate. ^ ^ 

Lady Morgan was not, as has been asserted, in Chambers 
Cyclopmdia of English Literature f a self-educated person. On 
the contrary she received, as we have shown, no stint of school- 
ing-so much that it absolutely disgusted her. Her early writings 
in themselves smell of the hot atmosphere of the school-room . 
we feel ourselves sitting upon a hard form as we read ; and the 


ring of the pedagogue's birch more than once grates upon our 
ear. Sydney 0 wenson's act^uaintance with foreign languages, and 
familiarity with English classical literature, is apparent to the 
very verge of pedantry in her first works, and shows, that the 
education of the authoress had been very carefully attended to. 
The moral, therefore, is not, that by energetic self education 
in later life she triumphantly tore from her mind tlio myriad 
cobwebs which alleged intellectual neglect, extending over 
many early years, had created and increased ; but the 
lesson which her life teaches is based on the great and 
significant fact, that with her own fragile female hand she 
not only parried undauntedly the assaults of a furious and organ* 
ised host of Critic-Cut-Throats, but absolutely hurled them, one 
by one, to the ground j and the teeth that had been sharpened 
to gnaw this brilliant woman's heart, impotently bit the dust 
beneath her feet. Self-reliance and self-respect, without the 
support of which no genius can be secure or genuine, formed 
a prominent feature in her idiosyncracy. Those wlio arc in 
fear of falling do nothing but stumble ; and impressed 
by the truth of the aphorism Sydney Lady Morgan, with (luoen- 
like dignity and confidence, pursued the opposite course boldly. 
The blows aimed at her own fair fame she made recoil upon 


her assailants. The finest poetic genius that had ever shone on 
the world had been already quenched prematurely by the deadly 
grasp of John Wilson Croker j a violent attack in the Q.mrlcdy 
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Review killed poor unresisting Keats, An unadorned slab, 
almost smothered by rank weeds in the Church-yard of St, 
Werburgh, Dublin, communicates to the reader the melan- 
choly fact, that Edwin, one of the most promising Irish actors, 
died in 1805, from a broken heart caused by an illiberal criticism 
in Croker’s Familiar Epistles on the Irish Stage. There is 
nothing so detestable,^^ says Addison, in the eyes of all 
good men, as defamation or satire aimed at particular 
persons. It deserves the utmost detestation and discou- 
ragement of all who have either the love of their country 
or the honour of their religion at heart. I have not scrupled 
to rank those who deal in these pernicious arts of writing, 
with the murderer and assassin. Every honest man sets 
as high a value upon his good name as upon life itself ; and I 
cannot but think that those who privily assault the one, could 
destroy the other, might they do it with the same security and 
impunity.'^ To virulent criticism the brilliant Montesquieu also 
fell an unresisting victim. Aristotle having been accused by 
critics of ignorance and vanity, poisoned himself in the intensity 
of his bitterness. Cummyns, an eminent Quaker, declared 
shortly before his death, that some ill-natured criticisms in the 
public papers, were hurrying him to eternity. Hereclitus, 
persecuted by his countrymen, retired in disgust from the 
world. Anaxandrides, dreading hostile criticism, burned his 
dramas. Eacine died of extreme sensibility to a rebuke, and 
exclaimed that one severe criticism outweighed all the gratifi- 
cation which the concentrated praise of his admirers could 
produce. The melancholy death of Dr. Hawkesworth is attri- 
butable to a similar circumstance. Marsham burnt the second 
part of his valuable Chronology’^ because some flippant critics 
assailed the first. Pelisson records the death of a promising 
young tragic author from the effects of L’Etoile’s criticism, 
Disraeli, among other sadly interesting instances, reminds us 

that llitson went mad from the persecution which he under* 
10 
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went from ignorant reviewers, and died under tlio hallucination 
that they ali surrounded his death-bed armt'd with weapons 
for his destruction. Tiie learned Abbd Cassagne also went 
mad and died from a stroke of Coilcau’-s literary lightning. 
Scott of Amweli, never recovered from a ludicrous criticism. 
Battens became a prey to excessive grief. Novvton sulfeiod 
from the malignant jealousy of Leibnitz and otlicrs, and aban- 
doned the publication of a valuable vi'ork on optics in conse- 
quence of some premature cavils. Innumerable ii\staiico,s 
might be cited to shew the number of brilliant minds who in 
all ages have weakly succumbed to the poisoned .shafts of am- 
bushed antagonism. Wliat a vast amount of invaluable literary 
and scionti/ic achievement have been tlius lost irrevocably to 
the world! We do not deprecate adverse criticism when 
offered fairly and conscientiously ; but wc detest to sco it made 
the vehicle of malignant assault from private or party motives, 
as was the case with the majority of the examples wo have 
cited. Had Sydney Morgan bared that heart which blazed 
with pure patriotism, to the dastard stab, and submitted her 
dead body to be trampled upon, as Aristotle, itacinc, 
Hawkeswortb, Eitson, Cassagne, Montesquieu, and Keats, 
submitted and were trampled, this memoir would have had but 
au inferior moral to dignify it. That brilliant woman, however, 
grappled with the arm which sought to destroy hoi fair reputa- 
tion, and possibly her life, and like the good fairy crushing 
the Evil Genius in a Pantomime, she stnoto the arcli-Foo 
to the earth, and placed her tiny foot, cased in white satin, 
upon his ponderous coat of mail. 


EUBATA. 

rage 28 (Nato), for “ ntomas IHxoti, md Tlmmti Dixon, noaier. 

63 „ “tout lo votre,” “ roua pklamit,’* anti out iilUt volk (U‘couvoi’t»,” 

read ‘‘ toutc la vqtvc,” “ vous plalro/’ and “ out j»lut los voilu 
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I’ENYOI. 


The Editor did not discover in time for insertion in its proper 
place, the lines on behalf of the little sweeps of Dublin/^ w^hich 
Lady Morgan speaks of in her letter to Mr. W. J. Eitzpatrick, 
as having been written in her thirteenth year.” The copy 
of this little poem, from which thefollowinghas been transcribed, 
may be found in the Freeman^ s JournaL of Tuesday, December 
8th, 1807. 

THE LITTLE CHIMNEY SWEEPEE. 

(founded on fact.) . 

’Twas a keen frosty morn, and the snow heavy falling, 

When a child of misfortune was thus sadly calling, 

“ Sweep, sweep — I am cold 1 and the snow very deep, 

0 pray take compassion on poor little sweep ! 

Sweep, chimney, sweep !” 

The tears down his cheeks in fast drops were rolling, 
Unnoticed, unpitied, by those by him strolling : 

Who frequently waniM him at a distance to keep 
While he cried — “ Take compassion on poor little sweep ! 

Sweep, chimney, sweep 

In vain he implored passing strangers for pity, 

They smil’d at his plaints, and that bantered his ditty ; 
Humanity^s offspring as yet lay asleep, 

Nor heard the sad w^ailings of poor little sweep ! 

Sweep, chimney, sweep !” 

At the step of a door half froze and dejected, 

He sat down and griev'd to be shunnM and neglected ; 
When a kind hearted damsel by chance saw him weep, 

And resolv'd to befriend, yes, the poor little sweep ! 

Sweep, chimney, sweep !” 

Unmindful of sneers to a neighbour's she led him. 

Warm’d his limbs by the fire and tenderly fed him : 

And, oh ! what delight did this fair maiden reap, 

W hen siie found a lost brother in poor little sweep I 
Sweep, chimney, sweep !” 
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With rapture she gaz’d on each black sooty feature^ 

And hugged to her bosom the foul smelling creature^ 

Who savM by a sister, no longer need creep, 

Through lanes, courts, and alleys, a poor little sweep ! 

Sweep, chimney, sweep !” 

O’DONNEL. 
fSee p, 74 ante.J 

Lady Morgan, in her Preface to the first edition of 0* Bounds 
tells us : — 

Having determined upon taking Ireland as noy theme, I luul 
sought in its records and chronicles for the ground-work of a 
story, and the character of a hero. The romantic adventures 
and unsubdued valour of O^Donnkl, the Beds Chief of Tir- 
connel, in the reign of Elizabeth, promised at the first glance 
all I wished, and seemed happily adapted to my purpose, I 
had already advanced as far as the second volume of my MS,, 
and had expended much time and labour, when I found it 
necessary to forego my original plan. In touching tliose parts 
of Irish history which were connected with my tme, it would 
have been desirable to turn them into purposes of conciliation, 
and to incorporate the leaven of favourable opinion with tliat 
heavy mass of bitter prejudice, which writers, both grave and 
trifling, have delighted to raise against my country. But when 
1 fondly thought to send forth a dove bearing the olive of 
peace, I found I was on the point of flinging an arrow winged 
with discord, I had hoped, as far as my feeble efforts could 
go, to extenuate the errors attributed to Ireland, by an ex- 
position of their causes, drawn from historic facts ; but I found 
that, like the spirit in Macbetks I should at the same moment 
hold up a glass to my countrymen, reflecting but too many 
fearful images. I discovered, far beyond my expectation, that 
I had fallen upon ‘ evil men and evil days f and that in pro- 
ceeding, I must raise a veil which ought never to bo drawn, 
and sliould renew the memory of events which the interests of 
hutnanity require to bo for ever buried in oblivion. 

I abandoned, therefore, my original plan, took up a Iiappier 
view of things, advanced my story to more modcrti ami more 
liberal times, and exchanged the rude chief of the days of old, 
for his polished descendant in a more refined age ; and 1 
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trust tile various branches of the ancient house with whose 
name I have honoured him, will not find reason to disown 
their newly.discovered kinsman.” 

But her introductory remarks to the edition of 1835 are 
still more creditable and interesting ; — 

“ ‘ O’Donnel'’ ” we are told, “ was the first of a series of Ha* 
tional Tales, undertaken with an humble but zealous view to the 
promotion of a great national cause,— the emancipation of the 
Catholics of Ireland . The attempt has been made the matter of 
grave censure, as a step beyond the position of the Author, and 
foreign to the scope of the genus. To this canon of criticism I 
cannot yet subscribe. Novels, like more solid compositions, are 
not exempted from the obligation to inculcate truth. They are 
expected, in their idlest trifling, to possess a moral scope ; and 
politics are but morals on a grander scale. The appropriation of 
this form of composition to purposes beyond those of mere 
amusement, is not new. A novel is especially adapted to en- 
able the advocate of any cause to steal upon the public, through 
the bye-ways of the imagination, and to win from its sympathies 
what its reason so often refuses to yield to undeniable demon- 
stration. Even those sectarians who have taken the highest 
measure of moral propriety, and exclude with rigour all sources 
of amusement from the sphere of a religious life, have condes- 
cended thus to use the novel for the advancement of their par- 
ticular opinions — as an organ not less legitimate, than powerful 
and effective. 

" After all, however, if I became that much-reviled, but now 
very fashionable personage, a female politician, it was much in 
tlie same way as the Bourgeoue Gentilhomme spoke prose, — 
without knowing it ; a circumstance perhaps not uncommon 
with Irish writers ; for whatever may have been the quality of 
the author’s mind, every fictitious narrative that has had Ire- 
land for its theme, has assumed a more or less decidedly politi- 
cal colouring. If an imitation of life be necessarily an example, 
Irish life, in all its combinations, can only be an example of 
political error. Eor myself, at least, born and dwelling in 
Ireland, amidst my countrymen and their sufferings, I saw and 
I described, I felt and 1 pleaded ; and if a political bias was 
ultimately taken, it originated in the natural condition of things, 
and not in “ malice aforethought” of the writer. 

“ The same womanly sympathies have governed my writings 
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and directed my views for other countries ; and I have never 
denounced a public wrong which has not come home to rny 
own feelings through the s[)ectacle of private suffering. In this, 
the proprieties of the sex cannot fairly be considered as com- 
promised ; and if the first step towards observation be to feci, 
and the second only to think, the female temperament caTuiot 
be so adverse fo the perception of the higher moral truths as 
has been vulgarly and plausibly pretended. From the rack and 
the faggot of the middle ages, to the penal laws of Ireland, and the 
carcere duro of modern Austria, there are sources of the deepest 
of all human interests, and details of the wildest romance, be- 
yond all that the most fcriile imagination can devise, or 
fictitious narrative present. Tlieso are mines for the novtdist 
to explore; and should they yield likewise lessons of practicjal 
wisdom, adapted to the awakening intelligence of the people of 
the great European republic, the circumstance is surely no de- 
rogation from their fitness for his purpose/’ 

THE QUARTERIY HBVIEW, DADY MOEaAN, AND LAFAYBTTJi!. 

(Seepp. 79-95 

Tlie Quarterly Eeviow^ in noticing Lady Morgan s France, 
strongly animadverted on her admiration of the vain, feeble, 
doating coxcomb, Lafayette/’ Ilis deliberate resignation of 
the title of Marquis is not quite consistent with the character 
of “ a vain cocccombF But lot Lady Morgan vindicate him ; 

It will scarcely be credited that such a statement,'^ slic ob- 
serves, twelve years after, in defiance of hiatorical fact, and 
of cotemporary witnesses, and in utter recklessness of Euro- 
pean opinion, should have been put forth to the British 
public, to work upon its timidity, and to insult its ignoraricc. 
let this picture of the idol of two great nations, of tlie 
friend of Washington and of Jefferson, of Box and of La 
Eochefoucauld, of the respected of Napoleon, and the eulo- 
gised of Charles the Tenth— of the most illustriously virtuous 
man of his age and country, of the most consistent public 
character in ancient or modern story — this picture, in wliich 
every trait is a falsehood, and every touch a calunmy, was 
risked by the paid organ of the British government, and was 
received unquestioned by the British nation I From what a 
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slough of slavery, from what a mire of prejudice, folly and 
self-satisfied debasement, has England emerged, since the very 
recent epoch, when such things could be dared, and the actors 
be rewarded and cheered by a mystified public/’ 

Perhaps the best chapter in Lady Morgan’s second Book on 
Prance is that devoted to a memoir of the life and actions of 
General Lafayette. The authoress thus sums up ; Since the 
moment when ray impressions of this truly illustrious man 
called forth the observations of the Quarterly Review which 
paint him as sunt in feeble dotage, Lafayette has thrice been 
elected to the ehamber of deputies, by the unpurcliased voice of 
public opinion. His mind, brightening like a fine coin by the 
friction of use, has come out on every occasion on which the 
liberty of the people has called for his exertions, with a strength 
beyond that even of his first youthful vigour. He has resisted 
the various attempts made upon the freedom of the press and on 
the purity of election, with the same firmness that has dis- 
tinguished all his votes, and with the same tenacity to original 
principles with which he started for the goal of immortality. His 
attendance on the duties of the chamber of deputies, strange as 
that fact may appear to very many of the honourable members 
of another legislative assembly in another country, is as constant 
and unwearied, as if age could not enfeeble his body, nor dis- 
gust nor languor assail his mind. Without the walls of the 
chamber, his influence is even more decided than within. He 
is indeed the centre upon which the whole liberal opposition 
moves — the guide to whom the youth and the aged alike tarn 
with confidence and affection. His ascendancy is not obtained 
by flattering the multitude — ^it is not purchased by violence 
and exaggeration. It is not even the result of those all-com- 
manding talents, which are occasionally found unconnected with 
honesty or judgment. He has not the eloquence of a Mirabeau, 
the brilliancy of a Canning, the financial capacities of aNeckar, 
nor the political philosophy of a Eomilly or a Bentham. His 
persuasive power is the force of good sense and of self-conviction 
— the clearness of his views — and the earnestness with which 
he exposes them. In one word, it is the force of honesty, of 
public virtue, and of private worth. 

In 1825, (eight years after the appearance of the Quarterly 
Review with its feeble dotage,^) General Lafayette received 
and accepted an invitation to revisit the new world. The card 
came from the American people, and its object became the 



144 LAIIY MOnOAN. 

“guest ot'.tlie natkui. ■” It was not, alas ! by the Washingtons 
and the Franklins that lie was thus invited to the land to wliose 
greatness and happitiess he l)nd so powerfully contributed. In 
the interval^ but little short of half a century, another and an- 
other generation had sprung up to benefit by his labours: but the 
sentiments of love and gratitude to Lafayette were a national 
inheritance, treasured and transmitted by every American of 
every age. The guest of the nation was recoivod by the sons 
and the grandsons, as the liberator had been by the fathers, 
w hen he came to share their perils and to i)romote their triumphs. 

“ His return to liis country and to his family was noted by the 
same triumph that distinguished his visit to the western hemi- 
sphere ; and each day of his life, up to tlic present hour, has 
added to his reputation, and to the brilliancy of his social posi- 
tion. Upon every occasion that has brought him before the 
public, in sorrow or in joy— at the funeral of his friend Foy, or 
at the festivals of French and American independence, so often 
celebrated in the capital of European civilization — ho has ap- 
peared surrounded by his body guard, the " youth of France,” 
and in the halo of national popularity, 

“Wehad long been awareof this: previous to our present visit 
to Paris, we had been assured of his well-being by his delightful 
letters, and by those brilliant details of his public life, which 
the journals furnished even in our Ultima Thule ; and yet when 
we arrived in 1829, the interval which had elapsed since 1820, 
his time of life, and the reiterated blows Ids feelings (we knew) 
had sustained, threw a shadow of melancholy over our expected 
meeting, which we had otherwise contemplated with pleasure 
and impatience. We had left him at La Grange years back, 
suffering in bodily health from the oonsoquencos of a wound j 
and since that time he had lost such friends as life could never 
again bestow — the friends of his youth, of his prime, the sharers 
in his labours, and the prtakers of his triumphs. Domestic 
affliction, too, had laid its chill and terrible hand heavily on 
his noble heart. He had strewed flowers on the bridal grave of 
one who, in the order of nature, should have placed the cypress 
and the laurel on his own. Those were events that 1 was aware 
had preyed upon a constitution which the dungeons of Olinutz 
had not destroyed ; and bowed a spirit which the persecution 
of the powerful, and the calumnies of the vile had not broken. 





